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S ANTA BARBARA, being the most leeward of the 
Sugar States, is at the angle of the Continent, with 
two coasts, one facing north, the other east The 
city of Santa Barbara is in a bay at the angle where these 
two coasts trend from each other 
Those who will look at the map of the State will see 
that it contains, m all, ten provinces three eastern, 
four central, three western, each of which must be briefly 
descnbed The visitor sees the land as low-lymg coast, 
growmg sugar, with immense ranges of scrub, wild land 
and pasture behmd the sugar country, then foothills above 
and behmd the ranges, and behmd the foothills, as the 
southern boundary of the State, the Sierras of the Three 
Kmgs, ail forest to the snowhne 
The easternmost province of the State is that of Santa 
Barbara, which contams the capital city This, Meruel and 
Redemption, are the three eastern provmces 
Meruel, to the south of Santa Barbara, has a more temper- 
ate climate than the western provmces, owing to the cold 
Southern Drift which follows the prevalent southerly 
along the coast Meruel, the capital of the provmce, 
stands on a rise of iron outcrop which gives the earth a 
reddish look The people of Santa Barbara mcknamed 
the Meruel land " the Red Country ” and the Merud 
people “ the Reds " 
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Redemption, the coal country, lies to the south and 
west of Meruel It was formerly a small mdepentient 
Repubhc It was seized by Santa Barbara 11V1865, m 
the war of aggression known as the Redemption War, 
when a young man, Lopez Zubiaga, the son of a Meruel 
landowner, wedded (as they put it) the Meruel iron 
to the Redemption coal ” 

The four central provmces are Pitiiba, near the sea, 
San Jacinto, in the heart of the State, and the tWo mountain 
masses, Caspar and Melchior 

Pituba, once the home of the warlike Carib lace, the 
Pitubas, IS now one of the nchest sugar countries in the 
world It stretches along the northern coast for nearly 
two hundred miles, no mile of which is without its planta- 
tion, either of sugar or of coffee 
San Jacinto, which hes to the south of Pituba, is the 
most barren of the provmces , most of it is of that poor 
soil known as scrubs or burnt land it is mainly thorny 
waste, with patches of pasture In spite of its barrenness, 
it is most beautiful, because of its expanses Its chief 
town, the Mission city of San Jacinto, stands on a peninsula 
rock above the river of San Jacinto, which rises in the 
Sierras and comes down in force there, m a raddled and 
dangerous stream (now csontroiled so as to be navigable) 
Caspar and Melchior, to the south of San Jacmto, are 
vast, wild, forested mountam masses 
The three western provmces are Baltazar, Encmitas and 
Matoche 

Baltazar, to the south, is a mountam mass, forested to 
the snowline it is part of the Sierra, hke Caspar and 
Melchior 

Encimtas, to the north of Baltazar, lies between the San 
Jacmto River and the Western Bay Of all the provmces, 
Encmitas is the most delightful to an English mind It 
IS mainly an expanse of grass, marvellous to see It nses 
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from the river into a range of downs or gentle hills, called 
the Encamacion Hills, which are crowned with a little 
walled to]^, called Encinitas, because the Conquistador, 
who founded it, came from the village of that name in Spam 

To the north of Encinitas there is a narrow, hilly strip 
which thrusts out a snout into the ocean The strip is 
the western province of Matoche the snout is the northern- 
most point of the State, Cape Caliente The copper found 
m the hiUs m smelted and exported at Port Matoche, on 
the western coast of the snout, in the deep water at the 
mouth of the Western Bay, the State's western boundary 

The bay is a deep, dangerous expanse dotted with 
volcanic islets 

At the time of this story, and for many years afterwards, 
only seven of the ten provinces ranked as inhabited The 
mass of the Sierras, forest to the snowline, were hardly 
visited by white men the three forest provinces of Caspar, 
Melchior and Baltazar had not been explored Seasonal 
lams made the forest unendurable from November until 
April the forest fever, to which the Indians burnt copal 
in copper bowls, was fatal to man and beast from Apnl till 
November 

At the time of the Spanish Conquest the lowlands were 
inhabited by small warlike tnbes of Canbs who lived m 
stockaded settlements near the coasts Of these tnbes, 
the Araguayas, of Meruel, and the Pitubas, of Pituba, were 
the most important When the Spaniards landed, Don 
Manuel of Encinitas, the Conquistador of the State, allied 
himself to the Pitubas by mariymg the daughter of their 
chief With the help of his alhes he extemainated the 
Araguayas and drove the survivors of all other tnbes into 
the forests of the south, where a few of their descendants 
still existy as forest-Indians , that is, as the shadows of 
what they were 
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After the conquest, vast tracks of land m Encinitas were 
granted to Don Manuel other tracts in San Jacmto^were 
granted to a Castilian noble, from whom they^assed to 
a branch of the de Le3riras 

The colony or provmce of Santa Barbara was ad- 
ministered hke all other Spanish possessions m the New 
World for a httle more than three centuries Jesuit 
missionanes converted the Indians , the owners of 
haciendas imported negroes In the course rof the three 
centimes the northward provinces became sparsely in- 
habited by horse and cattle breeders, sugar-growers, rum- 
makers and copper-miners, governed (if it can be called 
government) by a Viceroy m Santa Barbara city 

In the year 1817, the mhabitants, following the example 
of other Spanish colonists, broke the hnk with Spam, by 
declaring the land to be the Repubhc of Santa Barbara, 
with a Constitution partly modelled upon that of the 
United States At the time of the foundation of the 
Republic the State contained, perhaps, one hundred 
thousand souls, of whom not more than one-third were 
white 

It happened that a retired English naval heutenant 
named Wilham Higgs-Rixon took a promment part m 
the capture of Santa Barbara from the Spanish garrison 
For this reason, and from the fact that English merchants 
were the only traders to and from the country, English 
was taught m the schools, and Enghsh people were (as 
they still are) popular throughout the State After the 
War of Independence a good many Englishmen came (and 
were welcomed) as settlers m the land about Santa Barbara 
city In the 'fifties and 'sixties the copper boom brought 
others, mostly Comishmen, to Matoche After the Re- 
demption War a good many more (mostly from the northern 
Midlands) came to Meruel, to mme iron or coal In the 
'seventies others, from all parts of England, settled as sugar- 
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planters along the northern sea coast in the Pi tuba country 
These men, though they were but a spnnkhng, helped 
profound changes in the land, which m three generations 
of men multiplied the population tenfold 
It is well, now, to talk of these changes 
Soon after the establishment of the Republic the two 
political parties in the land became defined as Feudalist 
and Modernist In Encinitas and in western San Jacinto, 
the will of the great landowners was still law in Santa 
Barbara City, Pituba and in Meruel a new and vigorous 
race was demanding freedom from the feudal lords and 
wider teaching than the priests gave As the feeling 
between the two parties ran highest upon the point of 
Church teachmg, the Church party, which was that of the 
great landlords, came to be known as the Surplices or 
Whites For a while, as the Reds were without a leader, 
the governments of the Republic were White 
Mention was made of one Lopez Zubiaga, who seized 
the coal country of Redemption in 1865 This Lopez, bom 
m 1840, was the first leader of the Red or forward party 
to count in affairs At the time of the Redemption raid, 
he was a tall, strongly built, masterful and very handsome 
young man, with a contemptuous manner and savage 
courage He was fair-haired and blue-eyed, which made 
some think that he was not the son of the landowner, 
but of an Englishman, named vanously Corbet, Corphitt 
or Cardiff, about whom there had been talk 
After his success in seizing Redemption, Lopez was 
elected President of the Repubhc in place of old General 
Chavez, the White As President he rallied the Reds, 
and earned through what was called the Liberal 
Struggle/' which made all Meruel and Redemption places 
of mines and factories, and took the schools from the control 
of the Cliurch After four years of his Presidency, the 
Whites returned to office, under the hidalgo, Miguel de 
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Leyva, of San Jaanto, a man of burning faith, more ardent 
than vnse, who provoked the forward party almost to the 
pomt of cml war At the next election, the Whites weie 
turned out of office and the Reds put in, with such 
unanimity that Lopez could rule as he chose After the 
election of 1878, which repeated his triumph, Lopez 
declared himself Dictator, " wMe his country had need of 
him " 

Miguel de Leyva, disgusted, retired from politics the 
Whites had no other leader, sa\e young General Luis 
Chavez, who was indolent, and Hermengildo Bazan, who 
was only a speaker 

The Dictatorship of Lopez was marked outwardly by a 
great mcrease in the foreign trade of the eastern pro\Tnces, 
the threefold growth of the city of Santa Barbara, and an 
improvement of all the ports, harbours and coastwise 
railwa5rs After 1884, those who studied the land’s 
pohtics felt that the real Dictator was no longer Lopez, but 
old Mordred Weycock, the manager of the Umted Sugar 
Company, an unscrupulous busmess man 

It was at this time that the oddness and brusqueness in 
Lopez’ character changed to a madness not likely to be 
forgotten 

The madness began to show itself in a passion for building 
big and costly pubhc works He rebuilt the cathedral (a 
Colonial Renaissance biulding) on the lines of the temple at 
Hloatl He built himself a palace of glass, havmg heard, 
though wrongly, that the Queen of England hved in one 
He then bmlt himself a summerhouse, roofed with silver 
plates, and added to it an ivory room inlaid with gold. 
Being a Red, he caused all the bread used in his palace to 
be coloured red He frequented shambles m order to see, 
as he said, “ the divme colour ’’ 

He had two favountes, Lmo and Zarzas , two n(^[io 
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servants, Green Feather and the Knife , and one son, the 
child^of his youth, Don Jos^, bom in i860, a depraved youth 
of sickly beauty, who headed a clique of vicious lads at 
the court* 

Late m the year 1886, the Dictator's madness began to 
take other forms, of hatied and suspicion of the Whites, 
fear of assassination, and the belief that he was god All 
these obsessions were fostered by Mordred Weycock, who 
contnved to win, from each of them, advantages for himself 
or his film 

In all his schemes, Mordred was helped by his nephew, 
Roger Weycock, twenty-seven jears of age, vho had been 
in Santa Barbara since 1883, after having failed for the 
Diplomatic Service Roger was a tall, polite, brown-haircd, 
fair-bearded man, with a pleasant manner and a pale, 
inscrutable face He was the channel through which 
Englishmen knew Santa Barbara It was through his 
able weekly letters to the English press that English opinion 
was in favour of Lopez for so long He knew Lopez to be 
mad , but the Red party favoured his fiim and he had no 
pity for the Whites old Miguel de Leyva had once kept 
him waiting in the hall, and had then brushed by to lunch 

Miguel de Leyva was now dead, leaving many children, 
includmg his youngest, the girl Carlotta, born in 1868, who 
even in infancy impressed people as a creature from another 
world She comes into this story (as into many others) 
as a rare thing, whose passing made all things not quite 
the same She was of a dehcate, exquisite, unearthly 
charm, which swayed men, women and children the 
Indians of San jaemto used to kneel as she passed some 
have said that animals and birds would come to her at 
the least she had a beauty and grace not usual 

Nearly all the province of Encmitas was owned by the 
last descendant of the Conquistador, Don Manuel of 
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Encinitas, who hved at his palace in his town, or m ] 
hacienda below it, with his old mother, whom they gall 
the Queen Dowager 

Don Manuel was bom m 1857 He has beefi so oft 
desenbed, that it need only be said of him that he was 
very glorious young man, noble m beauty and in intell© 
In the days of this story he was an unmarried man of n 
quite thirty In his youth, before his father died, he hi 
had his wild time m the city with other young men I 
had been a fnend of Don Jose, Don Lopez’ son, and h; 
practised black magic with Rafael Hirsch All this ceas' 
when his father died m 1879 Smee then he had hved 
Encamacion, breedmg horses, for the men of.his State, w] 
are among the great horsemen of the world He took 1 
stature, beauty and masterful fierce eyes from his raoth< 
the Queen Dowager, who had been a Peralta from Matocl 

In October, 1886, Don Manuel met Carlotta de Le3r 
for the first tune they became betrothed that same mont 
to the great joy of the Queen Dowager, who had longed 
see her son mamed 

Mig nftl de Leyva had a sister Emiha, who mamed 
Piranha of Santa Barbara city, and hved there, after h 
husband’s death, m a house too big for her fortune S] 
had been much m England with her husband, either f 
pleasure or the marketmg of copper She spoke Enghi 
wen She caused her daughter Rosa, who had been f 
some years a convent fnend of her cousin Carlotta, to sper 
a year m an Enghsh household Rosa returned to San 
Barbara from England some months before this tale begir 

Rosa Piranha was then nearly twenty, bemg a few montl 
older than Carlotta She was shght m build and not vei 
strong, but had a mannish spmt, with cours^e and da 
enough for anythmg She had no looks she was ve: 
short-sighted she always wore tmted spectacles, evi 
when mdoors Yet she was amusui^, and very *attractiv« 
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several Englishmen proposed to her during her stay in 
England , but she would not marry into their Church 
She was brown-haired, not dark like most of her country 
women *In herself she had that mixture of boyish cheek 
with feimmne grace which one love in Viola, in Twelfth 
Night " 

On New Year's Day, 1887, Carlotta and Manuel planned 
to be mamed at Easter, m the cathedral church of Santa 
Barbara 

On that same New Year's Day, Don Lopez, the Dictator, 
in his palace of Plaza Verde, in Santa Barbara city, gave a 
lunch to some of the great of the State, the Red ministers, 
his son Don Jose, his creatures Don Livio and Don Zarzas, 
some merchants and English speculators and the Arch- 
bishop of Santa Barbara At this lunch he publicly accused 
the prelate of usmg the power of the Church against the 
Red party '' I have my eyes everywhere, hke the 
Almighty," he said " Nor can there be two supreme 
authorities, here or in heaven " 

To this the Archbishop rephed "There is but one 
supreme authonty Lucifer has always found that " 

To this Don Lopez answered " A greater than Lucifer 
prepaies his wings " Havmg said this, in tones of threat, 
he rose from the banquet, told Pluma Verde to call the 
prelate's carriage, and mvited his other guests to come 
within, to watch some dancers 

Roger Weycock, who was present at this lunch, has left 
an account of it in his history. The Last of the Dictators^ 
where he says that, " It made him feel that some explosion 
within the State was about to occur " He wrote that 
evening to the English newspapers that Don Lopez had 
received information of a White conspiracy against him 
" No names were mentioned , but all the great White 
families, a^s well as the Church, are said to be involved 
It IS possible that Don Lopez will be forced to take extreme 
B 
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measures, to end for ever the menace of White repnsals 
The Whites have never forgiven and never will forgive his 
part in ‘ the Liberal struggle ' and in the remaking of the 
land The Church hates him for his establisSment of 
secular schools the great landowners hate him for his 
estabhshment of a commercial class which out-manoeuvres 
them m Senate and out-votes them in Congress This 
must not seem to suggest that either Church or hidalgos 
would go so far as to employ an assassin , but both parties 
of the White side control large numbers of violent, ignorant, 
passionate fanatics, to whom the kilhng of Lopez would be 
an act pleasing to God What Don Lopez seems to expect 
IS a soulevement generale of the Whites against his govern- 
ment at the time of the Easter celebrations 

Undoubtedly, with such a ruler as Don Lopez, fore- 
warned IS forearmed we need not doubt that he has the 
situation well in hand 

As it happens, another Englishman, without any bias of 
party or interest, saw Don Lopez on this New Year's Day, 
and described him thus I watched Don Lopez, while I 
was with him, very carefully, because of the strange tales 
I had heard of his extravagance m building, in cedarwood, 
ivory and silver, etc I had thought that these were hes 
or exaggerations, but I am now convinced that they are 
true He has built or begun to build such buildings, but 
not finished them he never finishes he begins, then 
begins something grander, and then begins something new 
All the time that I was with him some unseen musicians 
made music upon some Indian instruments, seemingly of 
some kmd of strings and a rattle It was irritating at 
first, then perplexing, then troublesome and exating I 
was told that he has this music always in his palace He 
listened to what I had to say with attention, and said that 
what I wished should be done Then, to my surprise, he 
said, ‘ They are seeking my hfe One of them was behind 
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the^gateway this afternoon See there, you see that man 
passing beyond the gates ^ He is a murderer, paid by 
those \¥hites to kill me My mission here is not accom- 
plished It IS but begun What did Jove do in heaven ^ 
He forged thunderbolts He crushed them But Jove 
was all-seeing I, too, am becoming all-seeing This 
palace may seem stone to your eyes, but it is not stone 
It is all eyes, and this city is all eyes, and I see into their 
hearts, into* their councils, into the pretence of their God 
But a little while longer and the world will see that a 
ruler can be godlike, as in Rome " 

I was made a little uneasy by his words and by the 
restless, queer manner in which he uttered them I had 
seen him some years before, when I had been much struck 
by his air of overbearing masterfulness That air was still 
on him He looked masterful and overbeanng, but there 
was something about him now which did not look well 
His hair seemed thin and somewhat staring, his skin 
seemed dry and his eyes both dry and bright Then his 
mouth, which had always shown an expression between 
a snarl and a sneer, seemed permanently caught up at one 
side, so as to show the teeth Possibly it was some mal- 
formation, possibly some play of muscle, which had become 
habitual or fixed, but it gave the effect of a state of nerves, 
never (as I should imagme) quite human, that had become 
those of a tiger about to bite I was suddenly remmded 
of one of the late busts of Nero 

Seeing me looking through the window at the marble 
tank surrounding the palace fountain, he said to me, 

* What colour is the water m the fountain ? * 

" It looks whiteish " 

^ So has my mercy to the Whites been,' he said * But 
let them beware or I will fiU that fountain with their blood 
and theufdaughters shall come to see it play If they call 
too much upon God to help them, God shall reveal Himself* 
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If you have any White fnend, tell him that I am as 
patient as God But tell them that " 

All the time that he spoke his two great negroes stood 
behind his throne, each holding his sword They were 
naked to the waist People mistook them sometimes for 
bronzes That disgusting creature, his son, Don Jose, 
stood at another window, killing flies He was a languid- 
looking youth, sickly and vicious, with a face of exquisite 
features, showing neithei intellect nor will, ilothing but 
depravity He turned to me as his father ceased 
speakmg 

“ * There will be a baptism of blood,' he said, * to the 
sound of flutes ' 

It was time at that moment for the Dictator to ride 
abroad His Indians entered with his riding costume, a 
golden head-dress and a tunic of gold chain-mail all set 
about with the plumes of the scarlet-crested dill-birds 
'' ' See,' he said, ' this is what they force me to wear I, 
who am God, the father of this land, have to wear gold mail, 
lest I be assassinated Let them see to it ' 

" When he had put this on, he looked, as he always did, 
magnificent beyond description I understood how it was 
that his Indians worshipped him as God They decked 
him with a scarlet serape and led him out to his horse 
It was a white stalhon, which he was afterwards said to 
have fed with human flesh He and his bodyguard of 
Indians set out at a gallop They always galloped at this 
time from this fear of assassination, which had become an 
obsession to him I must say that I was glad when he had 
gone 

" One of his two negroes, the one with the knife, said, 

^ He nde the White horse , that show the Whites he ndo 
them He nde with spur, too you see ' " 

Bill Ridden was an Enghsh gentleman who comes a httle 
mto this story In hxs youth he spent some years in Santa 
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Barbara, where he made a good deal of money m the 
copper boom at Matoche He was a very good fnend to 
the Piranhas at this time (and later m the copper crisis) 
He was a man of strong affections , he kept in touch with 
his fnends m Santa Barbara long after he had returned to 
England and settled down He mamed m 1857 His 
wife was Sarah Ode, a loud, fresh-coloured, robust mare of 
a woman, by whom, as he put it, he " sired some colts and 
filhes, as wpll as a darned pup I might have drowned ” 
This “pup” was his youngest son, Highworth Fohat 
Ridden, bom m 1869, who was not qmte eighteen when 
this tale begms It was at Bill Ridden’s house that Rosa 
Piranha spent her year m England 

This house was the Fohats, m Berkshire, where Bill’s 
mother’s people, the Fohats, had hved It was a small, 
red-brick Queen Aime house, with a racmg stable at the 
back and the Downs behmd the raang stable Here Bill 
bred steeplechasers and rode much to hounds Bill was 
an ugly devil, foul-mouthed and rude, something between 
a pubhcan and a horse-coper m appearance, yet strangely 
gentle with women and horses He had a Judge Jeffre57S 
manner on the bench of magistrates He loved his 
daughter Bell and hated his youngest son “ If he had 
been a pup,” he used to say, “ I could have drowned him , 
if he had been a trout, I could have put him back , but 
being this, by God, there is nothmg that I can do, short of 
pitchmg him m at the deep end, to see if he’s got guts 
enough not to smk ” 

His wife, Sarah Ridden, was fond of this son, but wished 
that he would be hke others bo3?s, " not always messing 
about with cog-wheels ” Her children had gone from her 
mto the world, with the exception of her daughter Bell, a 
year older than the boy She found hfe easier with the 
boy out of the house, “ not putting my old man’s back up ” 
Quiet life, the Liverpool Spring Meeting and asparagus 
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were the things she loved best , but she was a fine nder 
and understood horses ^ 

Bell Ridden, the daughter, was a lovely, shy girl, 
worshipped by her father and mother As she 'lived at 
home, she helped her father in the stable she was clevei 
with horses , the stable boys loved hei she got more 
out of them than Bill could It was her mstinct that 
sent the Lilybud to Mandann, by which Bill got Chinese 
White, the horse which won him his glory 
The five older children were scattered Polly and Sally 
mamed, Harold m a line regiment, Chilcote and Rowton m 
the aty, m copper 

This bnngs us to the youngest son, Bbgbworth Fohat 
Ridden, the Hi of these pages, the lad who had not yet found 
what he could do He was of the middling height and bmld, 

with brown hair, and a pleasant, freckled face, somewhat 
puckered at the eyes from his habit of not wearmg a hat 
His eyes were grey-blue, under eyebrc ws darker thqn one 
would expect from the eyes his nose was a small pug nose, 
neatly made and set His ears were well made and placed 
His mouth was wide, pleasant, thm-hpped and firm He 
was a mce-bokmg lad, who would have done well enough 
under other parents, or with none 
Bemg the last of the seven, he came at a time when both 
his parents had had enough of children, but wanted, a'- they 
said, “ a fiUy to finish up with ” As Hi turned out to be 
a colt, or as Bill put it, " another of these buck pups to 
have about,” he was a disappomtment to them from the 
first 

He went to the school where the other Riddens had been, 
he got his second eleven colours m his last summer term , 
but learned nothing , he was “ always messmg about with 
cog-wheels " 

In the Christmas holidays Bill called him into his 
" study," where he kept two hunting horns, six long hunting. 
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pictures by Henry Aiken, seven foxes' masks (one of them 
alnlost white, killed m the winter of the great frost), eleven 
crops og a rack, three small oil portraits of Moonbird, 
Sirocco and Peter, much tobacco of all sorts, and many 
bottles of liqueur, made by himself 

Now, Highworth," he said, “ you've come to an age 
now when you've got to decide what to do You've had 
a first-rate education , at least, if jou haven't, it's your 
own fault, 1 know it's cost enough Now what are you 
going to be ? What do you want to do ^ " 

“ Well, sir, as you know, I've always wanted to be an 
engineer " 

I've already gone mto that, boy I thought you knew 
my mind on that point once for all But it's the kmd of 
answer I expected from this last report of yours You 
waste your time at an expensive pubhc school messmg with 
toy engines with that young maniac jrou persuaded us to 
mvite here, and then say you want to be an engmeer A 
nice thing it would be for your mother and sister to see you 
a mechanic doing the drams with a spanner By 
God, boy, you've got a fine sense of pride, I don't 
think " 

Hi said that «ngineermg was a fine profession and that 
lots of people went in for it 

What do you know about its being a fine profession ^ 
Because it gives men all sorts of power, sir ' 

Power be damned, boy Power to stink of paraffin 
whenever they go out to dmner , though that must be 
seldom, even now, I'm glad to think " 

'' Sir James Russel was a fine man, sir , and so was 
William Horrocks, who made the Gartishan Dam " 

Sir James Russel may have been God Almighty, for 
all I know or care , I never heard of him , but WiUiam 
Horrocks* I do know, or at least know of, for his uncle was 
old John Horrocks, the mealman down at KiU HiH, and 
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a dirtier, old, snuffy scoundrel I never saw out of an 
almshouse '' *' 

" I don't know what his uncle was, sir " 

“ No, boy, but :f you will let me say so, the pomt is, that 
Ido" 

“ Yes, sir, but I am talking of Wilham Horrocks ” 

" I think I understand as much I am merely pointmg 
out to you, m the teeth of a great deal of interruption, that 
your hero was a man whom no one here would touch with a 
barge-pole or have mside his house ’’ 

“ Sir, a man ought not to be judged by what his imcle is, 
but by what he is in himself ’’ 

" A man is judged by what his uncle is In this country, 
thank God, having respectable relations counts for a good 
deal, and so it should You're a Ridden and a Fohat, and 
I'm not going to have you messmg an honoured name with 
wheel-grease because you've read some damned subversive 
rag which you've neither the sense to drop nor the wit to 
judge There are some things which a man can do and 
keep his self-respect and be asked out to dinnei, but going 
roimd with a spanner isn't one of them " 

“ I don't ask to go round with a spanner, sir, nor to be 
asked out to dinner " 

“ What do you ask, then ? ” 

"I would hke to leam engmeenng, sir, because I've 
always enjoyed engmes and the apphcation of power, and 
that sort of thmg " 

" What do you call that but gomg round with a spanner ? 
And how do you propose to leam engmeenng ? ” 

" I hoped, SIT, that you would let me go to an engmeenng 
works " 

“ Engmeenng works be damned " 

“ I don't see it, sir It’s the thmg I should do best " 
‘Well, I do see it, sur, and it’s the thing, I won’t 
have ” 



ODTAA 


17 

'' But why not, sir ^ I should work at it I shouldn’t 
disgface you ” 

Youi; notions of disgrace aren’t mine Your notions 
of disgrace are the sort of damned sentiment that will 
wreck this country and all that's m it " 

I don't see why, sir I don't want to argue with you, 
sir , but it IS important to me what I am to do all my 
life " 

“ It IS equally important to me that my son should not 
make a mistaken choice " 

But what a man most wants to do, sir, can't be a 
mistaken choice " 

You're not a man , but a damned young ass That 
bemg so, and it is so, it's for me to decide I've got to 
supply the money whatever you do , I suppose you won't 
deny that " 

“ I was wondenng, sir, whether you would advance to 
me Aunt Melloney's money, that I'm to have when I'm of 
age, and let me pay for myself 

'' Pay what for yourself ^ " 

The fees or premiums, sir, for going through the shops ” 

So that's what the fellow meant, was it ^ Now I know 
* The shops,' he said There was a drunken engineer at 
Newmarket, who said, ‘ Let the gentleman keep clear of 
the shops ’ He was drunk when he said it , but that's what 
he meant , now I know , and he showed a fine sense of 
the situation " 

Would you advance me the money, sir ^ " 

**I'U do nothing of the sort These engmeers and 
fellows are a gang I will not tolerate They defile God's 
country Theyve already spoiled the hunting, and the 
lacmg's foUowing as fast as it can go If you’d been a boy 
with any guts, mstead of clockwork, you'd have been 
glad, I should have thought, to have been at home here, and 
borne a hand m the stable. Breeding is about the last 
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tiling this poor country’s got m these damned days We’ve 
still got horses, thank God We don’t depend on a traction- 
engine gang, domg a tenth of the work for d(juble the 
money Why don’t you take off your coat and come mto> 
the stable ? It’s a needed ]ob , a pleasant ]ob , and a 
gentleman’s ]ob, what’s more What’s wrong with that ? ” 

“ Nothing, sir , but I’m not very good at horses Besides, 
you’ve got BeU m the stables I should only be m the 
way ” - 

“ Ashamed of workmg with your sister, are jou ? ” 

“ No, sir , but Bell wouldn’t want me there, and you’d 
always be swearing at me ” 

“ Damme,” Bill said, “ there are thmgs m you boys that 
would make any father swear You go to a prep school for 
three years, then to a pubhc school for five years, then 
you ask to be kept for another seven while you learn a 
profession, and by God, when you’ve learnt it, j,ou can’t 
make a living at it I’ve been talkmg to your mother about 
this, as well as to Rosa Piranha before she sailed You’ll 
not go back to school, that I’m resolved on, after this last 
report You’ll stay here a week or two to get some clothes, 
and then you 11 do what I did You’ll go to Santa Barbara 
and see if j-ou can keep your head above water by your 
own hands If you can, weU and good You will have 
letters to people , a lot better people than I ever had , and 
you wiH have time given you to look about you You 
ought to be able to make good , I don’t say in copper, that 
IS over, but m a new land there are new things and new 
opportunities There are always sugar, tobacco and 
ranchmg , there should be timber, cocoa, piacaba, countless 
thmgs As I said, you ought to be able to make good 
If you can’t, it wdl be your own lookout You’ve got to 
paddle your own canoe, hke any other youngest son Now 
I’m not gomg to have any argument about the superior 
beauties of cog-wheels I've wntten to people and wntten 
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about your ticket Since you won't work in the stable here 
and liave no choice of your own, except a damned dirty 
falallerysprhich I won't have, you'll go to Santa Barbara 
You may count yourself more than lucky to have the 
chance Very few youngest sons ever get into the sun at 
all, but stink in a rotten town, by God, where even the 
horses puke at the air they breathe 

“ You turn up your nose, do you ^ I wish I was gomg 
to Santa Barbara to have my time again You can turn up 
your nose as much as you like, but that's what you'll do, 
so make up your mmd to it When you've seen the place 
you'll thank me for having sent you there When you've 
been there a few days you'll thank your stars for your luck " 
Hi did not answer his father, knowing that thumbs w^ere 
down His heart sank at the thought of the foreign 
country, yet leaped agam at the thought of hberty from 
school and hfe beginning He had still one little ray of 
hope, which his mother extinguished 
" Your father's got his back up," she said " Between 
you and me, Hi, he has had a bad year Newmarket was 
nearly a finisher So be a good old sport and go , there's 
a dear There's far more scope there than here , everybody 
says so Besides, your Aunt MeUoney's money went into 
Hicks's I don't know that you could get it out, even if 
your father agreed " 

4c « ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ He 

There was a brief delay, in spite of Bill's speed, because 
the first letter from Rosa Piranha brought the news that 
Santa Barbara politics were somewhat unsettled Bill had 
to pause to make some enquiries, through his sons in the 
copper business and his fnends m the United Sugar Com- 
pany It's probably nothing much," he said, when he 
had heard the reports " These Reds and Whites are 
always at each other, m the way these foreigners always 
axe It won't concern the boy, if he's got the sense to keep 
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out of it Let him go and learn sense in the only school 
for it " After this, there was a second brief delay for fare- 
well visits to relations When Hi returned fronvthese, his 
clothes, of drill and flannel, were ready in their ant-proof 
tin trunks Towards the end of February, he sailed for 
Santa Barbara aty m the Recalde 
During the week in which he left home, Don Jos^, the 
son of the Dictator, caused his favourite, Lucas Zanja, to 
be beheaded m the ivory room, so that he might enjoy,'" 
as he said, ** the beauty of the blood upon the ivory " Don 
Lopez' papers called this a 

DASTARDLY ATTEMPT TO ASSASSINATE 
OUR PRESIDENT'S SON 

and added in smaller tjrpe 

ASSASSIN PERISHES IN THE ATTEMPT 

The Whites did nothing Zanja was infamous, even for a 
Red of the palace set 
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H had planned to leam '' enough Spanish to rub 
along with '' on the voyage out, but fate disposed 
of this plan He was seasick till after Lisbon , 
then they started cricket , then, by chance, he met the third 
engineer, who was as fond of cog-wheels as himself After 
this, he passed most of his time either in the third engineer's 
cabin or in the engme-room He learned no Spanish what- 
ever You'll not need it," the third engineer said, 
'' they're very intelhgent people they'll make out what 
you want " 

Ten mommgs later Hi was roused from sleep by his cabin 
steward 

“ The dawn is just breakmg, Mr Ridden," he said 
" We are just entering the outer harbour now " 

Hi turned out on deck m his pyjamas , he saw before him 
the promised land of Santa Barbara about which he had 
thought so much It was still dim, close in shore A big 
light was near at hand to his right , a small revolving light 
blmked far away to the left In between, m the arc of the 
bay, were the hghts of the city and of the ships at anchor 
The city itself was little more than a smudge against a 
darkness Far beyond the city, in a hne like an army, were 
the high Sierras of the Three Kings Their peaks rose up 
out of the clouds like mountains m another world As they 
were now catching the dawn they seemed made of jewels 
Mount Caspar was golden, Mount Baltazar was like a 
bubble of blood, and Mount Melchior a blue and evil finger 
ghsteiung As Hi watched, amazed by the beauty of the 
scene, colour began to come upon the bay He saw away 

zx 
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to his left an enormous expanse of shallow water, over 
which strange birds, such as he had never seen, were" now 
passing from their night ashore / 

" You see those birds ? '' said the fourth officer of the 
Recalde beside him '‘They're bobacherry birds You 
always see them working their lower jaws as though to get 
the cherry in It's a pretty place, Santa Barb, of a morning 
like this " 

He passed away to get the watch to the washing of the 
decks , Hi remained stanng at the shore 
" I had never thought that it was to be like this," he 
thought “ It's like an earthly paradise I might have 
been stewing in London like Rowton , or being frozen up 
SIX months of the year in British Columbia I shall be as 
happy here as the day is long " 

As the Recalde passed the dead-slow limit Hi saw some 
lighters bearing down upon her from both sides, urged by 
the sweeps of such men as he had never seen nor dreamed 
of They were wild-looking men of enormous stature All 
were almost naked , all shone as though the life in them 
made them radiant All were of a rich red-golden colour 
like new pennies Even the smallest of them looked a 
match for two strong Europeans Even the most benign 
of them looked like the devil he was and the cannibal he 
could be All wore gold, ivory or copper placques, shaped 
like new moons, which hung from their noses and covered 
their mouths They looked cunously hke the lids of letter- 
boxes 

" See those fellows, Mr Ridden ^ said the captain on 
the bndge " They're Pitubas from up-country and they're 
cannibals to a man You'd better put a coat over those 
pyjamas of yours, or the sight of you may be more than 
they can stand They hke their meat white, and they hke 
It young » 

Some of the hghters swept alongside and made fast, the 
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winches at once began at all three hatches , baggage and 
mails were hove out before the Recalde reached her moor- 
ings breakfast the tables were covered with flowers 
and fruits, of kinds new to Hi Chnging to the flowers were 
insects, coloured like jewels, shaped like sticks, or leaves 
or blades of grass 

This is your first taste of the new world, Mr Ridden/" 
said the captain, " what d’you think of it ^ "" 

I think it"s amazing, sir/" Hi said 
Well, it's all that," said the captain, “ but after a few 
years of it, you'll curse these blue skies and give a year's 
pay to be able to see your breath " 

“ I don't think I shall ever tire of this, sir," Hi said 
It's the kind of place I have dreamed of all my life " 
Pretty scenery," the captain said “ But give me 
Sefton Park " 

He lie 3|c :|c He 

After breakfast, Hi was rowed ashore from the Recalde, to 
begin his new life He saw the Recalde, which linked him 
with home (for his mother had walked her deck and leaned 
over her rail), now drop away into the past In front of 
him was a new world, to which he had at present three 
keys, his friendship with the Piranhas, a letter to Mr Roger 
Weycock of the Sugar Company, and a letter to Mr Allan 
Winter, a sugar-planter (not far from the city) whom Bill 
had known in the past These were his keys, but his father 
had told him not to trust to them The thing you've 
got to trust to, and the only thmg, is just you yourself 
That's the only key that will open doors to a man, of any 
kind worth getting open " 

With some distrust of this key and some anxiety about 
his boatman's fare, he drew near to the landing stairs, 
where pirates of five colours, m turbans and kerchiefs of 
every colom*, showed their teeth at him and offered him all 
things, from brothels to the new cathedral As the boat 
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sidled up to the steps, he heard his name shouted Mr* 
Highworth Mr Ridden Mr Highworth*' He carught 
sight of a little man diving dovm the stairs at Jram and 
crying, “Dammy, dammy, dammy, 111 get drunk to-* 
night '' 

" 0, Mr Highworth, Mr Highworth, Mr Ridden,'"’ 
he cried “ Don't 'ee know me ^ I knew you, sir , the 
mmute I seen 'ee Here he turned on the other pirates 
who were laying hold of Hi's baggage " Get out of this," 
he said, m the seaport language made up of the oaths of 
all civilised lands Get out of this, heekoes de pooters 
I take all the Senor's gear Don't 'ee know me, Mr High- 
worth ^ I know thee, soon's I seen 'ee " He was weeping 
hke a child and suckmg his tears mto his mouth with 
twitches of his face he had all Hi's baggage in his hands 
" Pay the boatman, sir," he said One of the big ones 
and a small one This sort is sharks You'd ought to 
have took a hcensed boat, which would have been only one 
peseta " He led the way up the stairs and shoved through 
the crowd on the Mole 0, dammy, dammy," he kept 
saying, '' I'll break into my burial money, but I'll get 
drunk to-night " He was dressed in an old pair of English 
ridmg breeches, a black velvet coat, much too tight at the 
shoulders and elbows, a tall black sombrero, and part of a 
yellow serape Hi didn't like the look of the man, nor his 
display of emotion 

" Look at me, Master Highworth," he said Don't 
^ee know me ^ " 

No, I don't," Hi said Who are you ^ " 

" Don't 'ee know 'Zekiel Rust ^ " the man said ** I 
did use to beat for Squire WiUiam Ridden, many's the time, 
till I had to run for it I knowed you and your father and 
Mr Rowton and Miss Mary But you were young, Mr 
Highworth You might never have heard ^tell They 
may have kept it from you, the deed of gore I done# I'm 
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not an ordinary man, you understand I had to run for 
it , Tni Rust, the murderer It was I killed old Keeper 
JacksonV I'd a-been hung, if they'd a-took me Now you 
remember me ^ You remember how I kiUed Keeper 
Jackson ^ 

'' Good Lord," Hi said “ Yes , now I remember And 
you have been here ever since " 

Dammy, dammy, bless you for remembering," the 
man said " Now, but Master Highworth, I don't want to 
presume , but I've been all these years, seven years now, 
m this unchristian land, and I never see a word of anyone 
come from the old part Anyhow I'U see to thy baggage. 
Master Ridden Now you want to go to a good hotel The 
Santiago is the one for you I'll see you to there, Master 
Highworth, and I'll look after you, and don't you turn 
from me, Master Highworth, for anyone would have kiUed 
Keeper Jackson, the way he spoke 

'' I was out on a moony night, and I'll tell 'ee ]ust where 
I were I were up there by the valley, where the water 
comes out , and it wasn't murder really I'd gone out 
with my old pm-fire It was a lovely moony night, and 
I got a hare Weil then, a hare's a rebel, am't he, and 
game ^ So I got a hare and put 'un in my pocket and I 
was going on away along up, when I see another hare 
He was on a bank ]ust above the road So ' I'U have 'ee, 
my master,' I says, and I up after him and I give him my 
pm-fire and he went over the bank, and I went over the 
bank , and he wasn't a hare, not really, he was a fox I 
see him when I got up the bank And there was Keeper 
Jackson and he says, " I've got you, my man,' he says, 
' you best come quiet ' And I says, " That wasn't a hare,' 
I says, * that was a fox, and a fox is a rebel and he isn't 
game ' And he says, * You come quiet I've had my eye 
on you a long time,' he sa3rs, and he lets fly at me with his 
gun And one of the pellets went through my gaiters, 
c 
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and so I give him pm-fire And when I see I killed him, I 
go along up the downs and there I come upon a man driving 
sheep I put old pin-fire m a ditch and cover him over 
I goes along with the man driving the sheep, until we come 
to Salisbury But 1 11 tell you all about that Well go 
along to the Santiago 

Hi remembered the man very well now as a poacher, 
who did odd jobs for Squire Bill in the dog-brcakmg and 
ferret business It was perfectly true that he^had murdered 
Keeper Jackson and had been searched and advertised for 
as a murderer, but had escaped 

Hi had been only ten at the time , but the thing had 
made a stir in that quiet place 

By this time Ezekiel had hailed a carriage, partly by 
signs and partly by noises, which the signs explained For 
a moment he showed Hi plainly that he meant to run after 
the carriage until it reached the hotel, but this Hi would not 
allow He made him sit with him inside 

You're the first ever IVe seen from anywhere near those 
parts, Mr Highworth," Ezekiel said You see, after I 
got to Salisbury, they read in a paper how the body was 
found and it was me, so I thought Vd best not stay there, 
so I out of the pub, and, as I come out of the pub, there come 
up thirteen policemen and they were lookmg for me And 
they walked straight by me and never took me So I 
thought the best thmg I could do is to follow these men 
now they've passed me, so I followed them ahng a bit, and 
then they separated, and I thought, ' This won't do/ so 
I went along the road a bit and there was a man driving 
some cows, so I said to him, ' I'm going along the road a 
bit Shall I help thee dnve ? ' So I drive them along a 
bit, and he said to me, ' Where are you going ^ ' And I 
thought, ‘ Well, it won't do to tell anybody where I'm 
going,' so I said, ' 111 just turn back and go into the town 
now ' And so I turned back, because I thought# ' WaE# 
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he'U^ notice me/ and he must have been suspicious or he 
wouldn^t have asked where I was going to And I thought, 
‘ Now, 1 11 diddle him like I diddled the policemen I'll go 
right across this town and out the other side No one 
would think of looking for me there ' 

Well, I went across and, as I was going across, I passed 
like an inn yard, and just at that inn yard door, like a gate- 
way, there was Black George Rylands that used to dnve 
Mr HanshaW If I'd 'a took another step I'd a-been 
nght into him, and so I thought, 'Now, Ezekiel Rust, 
you're doomed They all knows that you're here They're 
all on the scent ' So then I don't know what to do, and 
presently I see Black George turn away mto the inn, so 
then I made one dart 

" So then I got out of Salisbury, and I come up out on a 
place, like it was downs, and there were some gipsy fellows 
there I'd known some of them come round with baskets, 
but they didn't know me, and I asked them which way I'd 
better go to get out of England, and they said they'd set 
me on the road, part of the way, and so we set off next 
day and we come to a town I thought I was safe when I 
was with them, but, coming through that town, my blood 
run cold " 

" Why ^ " said Hi " Where there more pohce ^ " 

" No, Mr Ridden, there was not more police, there was 
soldiers — soldiers after me, hundreds of 'em I come mto the 
town, and there was all they soldiers in red coats, lookmg 
for me But I got past 'em and I come to a town, and there 
was a man wanting another man to help him take charge 
of a bull He was coming out to these parts and there 
was to have been another man m charge of the buU, but 
the othei man, if you xmderstand me, Mr Ridden, he didn't 
want, when the time come, to hve up to his bargam And 
I didn't want to let it be known, not at once, that I was 
eager to get out of the country, because that wouldn't have 
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done They’d all have known that I was a murderer, if 
I let ’em think that Naturally that was the fiwt thmg 
they’d have thought So I pretended first I was4fraid of 
bulls, and then I said I didn’t hke to leave my old mother, 
and then I said I didn’t much hke these foreign parts by 
what I’d heard of them I let them thmk the wrong thing, 
you see, Mr Highworth But m the end I said I’d help 
take the bull So then they said they didn’t want to run 
any nsks, and said, ‘ You’d better come on board straight- 
away ’ So they took me along and we passed through a 
gate where there was a lot of notices and there I read what 
made my blood run cold Now I had always been against 
they photographs Often people said to me, ‘ Now you 
stand there and let me take your picture ’ But I knew 
better ' No,’ I always used to say My golly, Mr High- 
worth, I teU ’ee, there they’d got me all d§scnbed and wrote 
out ‘ Wanted, for murder, sufienng from a crushed left 
thumbnail,’ it said It must have been Mrs Thompson 
told them that 

*' You may talk what you like, Mr Ridden, about there 
not bemg a ^d, but there is a God And how do I know 
that there is a God ’ Because, when I read that, there was 
a pohceman there and I got my left thumb m my pocket 
at the moment, and, if I’d not had my left thumb in my 
pocket at that moment, why, he’d have seen it, wouldn't 
he? 

" There, that shows you whether there's a God or not 
So the other fellows that wanted me to take the bull, they 
didn't want me to bereadmg there, they wanted me to 
come along But it wouldn’t have done to come along, not 
with that pohceman there No, because he’d have thought 
at once, ‘ There’s something funny,’ if I’d have gone along. 
There was fifty pounds reward, too, for me 

*' And the policeman sajre to one of the chUps that was 
with me, ' Seen anything of this chap ? ’ he says 
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" ' No/ they says, * worse luck, because we could do with 
fifty* pounds ' 

'' ' he says, ' he’s pretty sure to be coming around 
heie Who’s this you’ve got ^ ’ 

'' ' Why,’ they says, ' he’s a drover coming to look after 
the old Astounder, that big bull they've got on. board ’ 

‘ Well, I wish him joy of his job, then,’ the pohceman 
said, * for a bull is a fair coughdrop, when he’s sea-sick ’ 
Well then, we got on board the ship That’ll show you 

whether there’s a God or not 

“ Well, I hope your troubles were at an end then,” said 
Hi 

” No, Mr Highworth, they were not And why were they 
not ^ Why, use is second nature, as we say Soon as I 
got on board that old ship, they said the captam wanted to 
see me and so I thought, ’ Well, now they’ve caught me, 
now what am I to do ^ ’ Then I thought I’d better go, 

I might brazen it out And I went up to a place all shming, 
and there was all the chief detectives of London town come 
to look for me And the captam, he says, Now, my 
man, what’s your name ^ ’ Now what would you have 
answered ^ Use is second nature, isn’t it ^ So I plumped 
out straightaway * Ezekiel Rust,’ I said Then, directly 
I said that, I see what I done And he said, ' Well, you 
put your name on that paper there ’ And then I know 
what to do I said, ' Please, sir, I can’t write ’ And so 
he says, ' Well, you must put your mark ’ And there was 
a man wnting on a paper and he wrote my name, only 
he hadn’t wrote it right He wrote it wrong, because he 
hadn’t followed what I said He put ' Jack Crust ’ And 
so I put my mark and the detectives they looked at me and 
they didn't recognise me and I thought, * My boys, there's 
the worth of fifty pounds in me and I never been worth 
more than eleven and a penny at one time before, and that 
they cheated me of, coming back from the races ’ And so 
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he said, ' Now, my man, go down to that bull and mind 
he don’t toss you They call him the Wrekin’s Astounder,’ 
he said, ' and hell astound you, if you don’t be ca/eful ’ 

'' And I went down and had a look at the bull and I 
thought ' This ’ere creature will be a friend to me They 
won’t come looking for me, not down with this old 
Astounder’ But they did come looking for me, and a 
policeman come and they come with the captain and he 
says, ' Who’ve we got here,’ he says ^ 

' Oh, that’s the prize bull and his keeper,’ they says, 
' what you read about m the papers ’ 

' Well,’ I thought, now I’m safe There won’t be any 
more policemen come along for me ’ Then the steward 
come down He calls me, ‘ Crust, Crust Where’s this 
man, Crust ^ ’ he says It make my blood run cold to hear 
my name called like that So he says, ‘ Come along and 
get your tea, man Get your tea while you can eat it 
We shall be gone m another hour and you’d best have 
something to be sick on, if you’re going to be sick ’ 

" Well, I sat down to supper with a lot of others, and be 
darned if one of them didn't say, ‘ Your name Crust ^ You 
any relation of the murderer ^ ’ 

'' No,’ I said, ‘ thank God ’ 

And another said, ‘ What murderer’s that, Bert ? " 

'' ' Why,’ he says, " a man called Crust shot a gamekeeper 
and there’s fifty pounds reward for him ’ 

"'So then I saw that they suspected me and I said, 
"There’s only one way to deal with murderers and it’s 
what they call the old way They used to get a 
great big tm of paraffin and they put the murderer mto 
that and then they boil him Wherever that’s been tned,’ 
I said, " people know enough not to do any more, because 
they know what they ’E get ’ 

" And then one of them said, " Yes, but they’re not adways 
caught They know that ' 
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And I said, ' No, they're not always caught at once, 
but m the end they're always caught ' 

" No'v^ you’d think that I'd run dare-devil escapes 
enough by that time That very evenmg the ship began 
to go and I thought, ' Now I'm free ' And then I wake 
up in the night and the ship were groaning awful She gave 
great creakmg groans like right down and I thought, ' I 
know how it's going to be There's going to be a storm, 
because it kngws that I'm on board and there'll be a storm 
until they find out who it is ' And then some men came 
by with a lantern and I was in the stall, if you understand 
me, next to my bull, and I lay down in the straw and they 
went past They didn't see me And the next morning, 
when I got up, I thought, ‘ I'll see whether we're away 
from England or not ' So I went up, and the first thing 
I see you could have knocked me down There was a 
lot of men-of-war's men Some of them was here and 
some of them was there, if you understand what I mean 
They made my blood run cold ‘ I see what it is,' I said, 

* They know I've come this way, but they don't know which 
I am and so they're stopping and watching every place 
My only chance is to keep down just by the bull ' So 
I went down to him and he knew I had shot old Jackson, 
and he rammed at me with his great horns and I stayed 
there all day I stayed down there two weeks Proper 
lot of whiskers I grew while I was down there At the 
end of that time the captain said, ' I've never had a man,' 
he said, * look after a beast hke you've looked after that 
old bull Now I'll give you five pounds,' he said, those were 
his words, * I'll give you five pounds,' that'll show you 
what he thought of me, ' if you'll stay and take the other 
bulls that we have, like you took this He eats out of your 
hand just like a tame canary ' 

So I sard, ' No, thank you, sir, I'm sure I'd like to 
go with my bull ' 
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So you'd think my troubles were at an end then We 
come to the foreign place where the bull was to go ashore 
It wasn't here, it was somewhere further down frdm here 
I heard one of the men say, ' The police-boat's come along- 
side,' and then my blood run cold I thought, ' They 
know that I'm on board here, because why, they'll have 
sent the description and that It would have gone quicker 
by post than we could have come ' So I stayed down 
by my bull and presently, when we got th^ bull ashore, 
there was a policeman, at least he didn't look like what we 
should call a pobceman He stopped me, but luckily for 
me there was the captain there and he knew me and he said, 

' He's come with the bull ' And so I went .with that bull , 
oh, a matter of five hundred miles, I should think I 
don't know where we didn't get to I come to a very nice 
place I never see more rabbits than were in that place, 
though they weren't rabbits neither, come to think of it 
I thought, ‘ If I had got old pin-fire and my two ferrets, 
I'd have some of you fine chaps ' 

Well, that's seven years ago, and I've been up and 
down since, and I'm marned to one of these foreigners 
now Isabella her name is I don't understand what she 
says half the time, because she don't talk any Chnstian 
language And we live m Medinas Close, Cercado as they 
call it, but it means close, three floors up, number 41 , 
where we've got a room, and, if ever j^-ou want me, Mr. 
Highworth, it's the middle room of three, and there's no ]ob 
I can't turn my hand to , or if you want an English body- 
servant, it wouldn't matter my having a wife, because I 
knowed your father, Mr Highworth, Sqmre William, and 
I know all about this land, m case you wish to know 
There's goings on and there's goings on, but what I once 
say a white man is a white man, isn't he ’> You can't get 
away from that Isn't he a white man ^ And why did 
the Lord make hi m a white man, do you suppose ^ Why, 
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so that he shouldn’t be a black man, I suppose Very well 
then, there's fine goings on I don’t say a word agamst 
black men There’s very good ones here, very cheerful 
sort of people, the black men here Only their feet — they 
don’t have feet like we do The leg-bone comes down in 
the middle of the boot, not at the end, like with us But, 
when you get used to that, they’re very nice, cheerful 
people , they wouldn’t do you any harm You trust the 
black people ,and they’ll trust you No, it’s these yellow 
fellows, those are the ones, and there’s queer goings on 
Now, look there, look there. Master Highworth Fohat 
Ridden, there’s what I don’t like to see, those yellows ” 
At that moment the carriage had to draw to the pave- 
ment There came a noise of a barbaric music of rattles, 
drums and gongs, to which cavalry were marchmg A 
column in twos came slouching by the carnage They were 
led by an almost naked yellow savage who wore scarlet 
plumes in his hair The music followed him, swaying from 
side to side or givmg little leaps in their seats from the 
excitement of the rhythm After the music came the 
troop of perhaps fifty savages, carrying red pennoned 
lances They wore nothing which could be called uniform, 
except the metal moons over their mouths Some wore 
Imen coats or drawers, some had ponchos or scrapes 
They were smoking, singmg and calling out to the 
passers-by 

There,” Ezekiel said, " they’re the yellows Tents of 
Shem, I call it They all got hds to their mouths Govern- 
ment’s made those yeEow soldiers, and they come in, 
hundreds of them Now, Government doesn’t see them 
m the way we see them , they don’t live with Government 
the way they hve with us But these yellow fellows, 
they’ve been brought into this here city, and they don’t 
look Chnstians, do they, and they aren’t Christians And 
why areti’t they Christians ? Because they’re cannibals 
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And they've been billeted down Medina Close, and what 
do you think they say they've come here for ^ They're 
going to eat baked Christians, they say, baked Christfans < " 

He said all this in a broad English country dialect, mixed 
up with scraps of Spanish and emphasised by a lot of 
signs, which no doubt could be understood by Isabella 
Hi thought that the man was as mad as a hatter as well 
as bemg a murderer 

He did not quite like bemg with a mad mprderer, even 
though it was seeing life, but it smote him to the heart to 
see the poor old fellow weeping at the sight of him, and 
swearing to be drunk that night, even if it took the burial 
money his heart warmed to him 

They drove through a square where a squadron of 
Pituba lancers, newly arrived in town, were forming a 
bivouac These men looked as though they had been on 
a foray Some of them had newly-slaughtered sheep 
slung across their horses m front of them, others had big 
round loaves of army bread or, in some cases, chickens, 
on their lance-points They rode uncared-for, wiry, evil 
little horses of a pale sorrel colour They rode with a 
leather thong instead of reins Most of them had no 
stirrups, but knotted leather thongs, hanging from the 
saddles, which they clutched between their toes 

'' Now, Master Highworth," 'Zeke said, I don't expect 
anything from you, neither now nor any time You're a 
great gentleman and you don't want to come and speak 
with a murderer , not that he was a murderer And why 
wasn't it a murder ^ Because old Jackson, he was a rebel, 
and he fired at me, didn't he, and he'd got a better gun than 
me, didn't he, and he shot me through the gaiters, didn't he, 
and besides it wasn't a hare I was after, it was a fox, and he 
knew that as well as I, and I didn't know, not really, when 
old pm-fire would go and when he wouldn't, for the matter 
of that But Number 41 Medinas Close, three floors up* 
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Don Crust they calls me and my wife Senora Crust Anybody 
knows me I could tell you of queer goings on, very queer , 
things you’d want to know, so as you couM watch out. 
Master Ridden But there’s another thing, Master High- 
worth , you wouldn’t want to come to Medinas Close not 
after dark, not in your good things It’s always safer to 
wear a poncho — ^because why ^ Why then, if they come 
at you, you’ve got something to stop it with It isn’t 
like these ordpiary tight things You can’t really tell where 
a man ends inside a blanket 

'' Besides, there’s another thing. Master Highworth, which 
I wouldn’t tell to everyone , but old Keeper Jackson’s 
forgiven me He didn’t at first, not he In the night, he 
used to come to me, ' Dam ’ee,’ he said, ' I’ll have ’ee yet,' 
he said He used to come aU sideways at me with his 
blue teeth at first , not quite at first, you understand^ 
Master Highworth , for he must have been a bit confused 
at first, from old pm-fire and bemg in the moon, but it was 
when I was with the bull he began to come Many a shiny 
night he come at me ‘ You come back,' he said, ' you best 
come quiet, or dam 'ee I’ll make 'ee come ' And he done 
his best to make me come , there were temptations come 
to make me go back, but I saw through them But he lost 
track of me among this new rehgion He didn’t know the 
Imgo or something, or else their tiddlewinks upset him 
Then one night he come again , be blest if he didn’t 
come again But he didn’t come hke he ever come afore 
He come m sort of shiny, not what you would call an angel, 
Mr Ridden and sir, but he hadn’t so many teeth as the 
other times, if you understand what I mean ' Dam ’ee. 
Rust,’ he says to me, * you’ve given me a bad go m Ten- 
combe graveyard, along of all them damned and women 
But I’m out of sitting there,’ he said, * and I don’t mind 
about it now, like I did It’s a darned poor snipe,’ he said, 
* could sit on a grave seven years and bear mahce at the 
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end Besides/ he said, ' I’m gomg , they’ve given me a 
horse, and I’m off m the morning ’ 

He wouldn’t teU me where he was off to fie was 
always one of they artful ones ‘ I thought I’d tell ’ee I 
was going,’ he said, * there’s a whole lot of us got horses ’ 

But 41 Medinas Close is where you’ll find me, Master 
Hi , it isn’t a nosegay, nor an5rthing to please the eye It’s 
back of the cathedral, not dead back of it, for that’s the 
Bishop’s, but keep to the right of that, andrthen there’s a 
gate, but you mustn’t take that, for it don’t lead an5rwhere, 
but bear round, and then you’ll come to a place stinks 
hke chemicals, for it is chemicals , only you don’t go in 
there, but more round, if you imderstand, till you come mto 
Two Brothers Fountain Lane Well, it isn’t far from 
there Two naked brothers in a fountain , you’d think 
they’d ’a been ashamed , but these foreigners don’t know 
the value of clothes the same way that we do ” 

‘‘ How did you know me ^ ” Hi asked I was only ten 
or eleven when you saw me last ” 

Master Highworth, I’ve known all your family since I 
don’t know when I know your blessed great-grandfather, 
when he wore his pigtail But use is second nature, as we 
say , they all wore pigtails, come to thmk of it Then I 
know old Mr WiUiam and Master Rowton, not your 
brother Master Rowton, but your father’s, the squire’s, 
older brother that was Lord, he was a proper one, Master 
Rowton ' A horse can jump anything,’ he used to say, 

^ if you want him to ' Well, he wouldn’t take wammgs , 
not once, nor twice, so the third time they bring him home 
on a door That was jumping mto that pit at Beggar’s 
Ash Old Mr Wilham didn’t say much about his son, but 
he took on about the six-year-old, for he’d backed him m 
a race 

So when I seen *ee, I said, ’ That’s a Ridden out of the 
Fohats,’ I said , * don’t teU me, because it can’t be anybody 
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else And it won't be Mr Chilcote, for Mr Chilcote keeps 
his hp^cocked up, and besides, this is too young for Mr 
Chilcote And Mr Rowton’s got a swelled mouth, like old 
Mr WiUiam had the same, almost as though he'd had a 
smack on it, so it won't be him It's young Mr Highworth " 

Hi promised to see him within a few days He did not 
like to offer the old man money, but contrived to make him 
a present, partly as a weddmg present, partly to celebrate 
his meeting with a Tencombe man He found himself m an 
upper room of the hotel, lookmg out on an array of roofs 
from which washing was hanging Somehow, the washing 
looked more romantic m that bright light than it had ever 
looked m England He was cheered at bemg at last an 
independent man of the world He had had a lovely 
voyage, and at the end of it there had been this welcome, 
from one who knew all his people and the land from which 
he came 

His room had a scarlet carpet and a red plush rockmg- 
chair, which seemed out of place m that chmate, already as 
hot as an Enghsh May The walls, which had been white, 
were marked with dirty fingers Somebody, who had 
occupied the room earher that mommg, had smoked cigars 
in it Bitten ends of cigar were m a flower-pot near the 
wmdow The place seemed frowsy, untidy and feckless 
The mosquito-curtams over his bed were smeared with the 
bloody corpses of old mosqmtoes All round the room, 
wherever the carpet failed to reach the wall, little pale 
yellow ants came and went He sat down upon his bed, 
feeling suddenly homesick , then, reahsmg that there were 
three electric fans m the room, he set them all gomg, knelt 
down and began to unpack He had not knelt for thirty 
seconds when something bit him viciously in the leg, 
glancing down, he saw a small black thing flying at great 
speed along the floor He looked at the place bitten, 
which had swollen and was itching He scratched the 



ODTA A 


38 

place and went back to his unpacking, but was bitten 
again and then again This time, having learned to be 
very swift, he slew his attacker, who smelt, when dead, 
worse than he liked Feehng indignant at being placed 
m such a room, he went down to the hotel bar to see the 
propnetor 

Yes, Mr Ridden,'" said the propnetor, what is it ^ 
What can I do for you ? " 

'' Look here," Hi said, " you've put me in a room all full 
of bugs and things " 

" I haven't got a bug m the house,” the man said ” Them 
ain't bugs, them's bichos What you want to take is this 
bottle here, called Blenkiron's Bicho Blaster No bicho 
nor skeeto will come where Blenkiron blasts Squirt 
Blaster freely round in floor and bed, the skeetos will be 
downed, the bichos dead ” 

After unpacking. Hi walked out into the city to see the 
sights of the new world all shining in the sun On the 
water-front, negroes and Canbs were loading a lighter with 
what looked like bunches of rusty wire they were nearly 
naked they shone and sang Old negresses in scarlet 
turbans kept time for them by clmkmg bottles together 
At the south end, were the gates of wBat had been the 
Viceroy's garden in the old days They stood ajar, yet 
still bore the device of the horse and globe In the garden 
were flowers, butterflies hke flying flowers, and birds like 
jewels and flowers Beyond the flowers was the old white 
Spanish fortress, from, which floated a blood-red banner, 
with a golden star for ''each province 

” I am glad I've come to^this place,” Hi thought, ” if 
only I can find somethmg to do, I shall be as happy as the 
day IS long ” 

In his sauntenngs upon the water-front, he paused to 
look into the window of a picture-dealer's shop, which was 
decked with three sketches in oil of scenes m a buU-nng* 



ODTAA 39 

The picture-dealer, a man with a strangely broad face, was 
smoking a cigarette at his door Hi asked him if the scenes 
had been sketched in Santa Barbara The man rephed, 
“ You'd better inform yourself, sir " The unusual rudeness 
of the answer made Hi wonder if the man were sane he 
noted the name over the shop, and passed on, less happy 
than before 

Yet in spite of this one man's rudeness, the morning 
proved to be^a long adventure of delight 

The nanow, busy, crowded streets, so full of life, colour, 
strangeness and beauty, all lit as never in England, excited 
him There were fruits and flowers, and costumes like 
fruits and flowers, men from the west, Indians from the 
plains and from the forest , negroes, Canbs , women in 
mantillas, women with roses in their ears , men m serapes, 
men hung with silver, like images m chapels , peones in 
black and sJver driving ox-teams , church processions 
intoning Latin , all were marvellous Yet an impression 
formed m his mind that all was not well , the Indian 
lancers and certam parties of foot soldiers, who looked as 
though they had been rolled m bnckdust, seemed to be 
there for no good 

At the cathedral parvise, some workmen were smkmg 
scarlet flag-poles into sockets in the gutters Inside the 
cathedral, men were hanging scarlet draperies all round the 
sanctuary , Hi supposed that they were makmg ready 
for the Easter festivals “ They're beginnmg early," he 
thought 

Near the cathedral was the green in which the palace 
stood Palacio," a guide, explained to him “ This is 
the palace of President Lopez" He had never seen a 
palace before , he stopped to stare at it The guards at 
the gate wore scarlet serapes , they rode white horses so 
bitted with heavy silver that Hi longed to protest The 
palace was a big, squat, yellow buildmg , at one end of it 



ODTAA 


40 

was a glittenng pinnacle still surrounded by scaffolding 
" I’ve heard of that,” Hi thought, “ that’s his silver building 
I’ll bet it isn’t silver, though , but quicksilver I suppose 
the President is inside there somewhere, because the flag is 
flying” 

It was now drawing towards noon Men in evening dress, 
wearing scarlet rosettes or sashes, were dnvmg to the gates, 
dismounting from their carnages, and entering the palace 
precmcts, either for a cabmet meeting or for lunch Some 
of these people were cheered by the onlookers, especially one 
man, who had the look of a “ spoiled pnest ” 

At noon, some gunners in red fired a noon-gun in front of 
the palace , mstantly throughout the city there came a 
change m the noise of the day as though everyone had 
ceased suddenly from work and pattered out to dmner 
Hi returned to his hotel, to lunch upon foods which were 
strange to him okra, manati, water-melon and a sangaree 
of limes 

After lunch, he wrote to his mother and to Senora 
Piranha, to say that he had amved Having posted these 
letters, he set out to the offices of the Sugar Company, 
to present his letter to Mr Roger Weycock, who received 
him very kmdly and asked him to dmethat night at the 
Club 

" Do you know any other Englishman here ? ” he asked. 

“ I’ve a letter to Mr Allan Wmter ” 

“That’s lucky He’s m town He was here a few 
nunutes ago , we’ll get him to dme with us Oh, all 
the Enghsh here belong ,to the Club , we must see about 
making you a temporary member But we’ll go into that 
to-mght, shall we, at the Club ? ” 

At dinner at the Club that mght, Mr Weycock introduced 
Hi to Mr Allan Winter, who was a grizzled and rugged soul, 
of long standmg as a sugar-planter 
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" I'll call for you at eight to-morrow," he said, " and 
drive you out to my place, where you wiU see the sort of 
place it IS " Seeing that Hi was perplexed, he added, 
" But perhaps you're doing somethmg else to-morrow " 

" No, thanks, sir," Hi said, “ but I've written to a fnend 
to say that I shall be here all day to-morrow " 

'' Oh, have you friends in Santa Barbara ^ " Mr Weycock 
asked 

I know a girl," Hi said " Miss Rosa Piranha, sir 
Perhaps if you know her you can tell me if she's m town ^ " 
'' Oh, you know Miss Piranha, do you ^ " Mr Weycock 
said I suppose you met her m England ^ " 

“Yes, sir" . 

A change came on Mr Weycock's face, as though the 
subject were unpleasant to him '' I have met her," he 
said, “ but I do not know whether she's m town or not 
You see, Ridden, my work brmgs me into touch with the 
dynamic party, the Reds, now m power here I am not well 
in favour with people like the Piranhas You can always 
call on the Piranhas I would go with Winter to-morrow, 
if I were you " 

“ I'd love to," Hi said, “ but I don't feel quite free " 

“ No, I see your pomt," Mr Winter said “ You aren't 
quite free So don't decide now I'll call at eight to- 
morrow and you can come if you can You may have had 
an answer by then Leave it hke that " 

Hi asked why so many soldiers were in the aty 
“ Precaution," Mr Weycock said , “ the Reds, the 
present Government, are being threatened by the Whites 
The feeling is running very high " 

“ I should thmk it ought to run lugh," Mr Winter said, 
“ when these gangs of cannibals are imported to keep order 
I never saw such a set of ruffians m my hfe ‘ I will not 
ask what the disease be, the cure being what it i^ ' " 

“ They are surely as civilised," Mr Weycock said, as 

B 
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some of these Whites, who would bum heretics here to- 
morrow if they had their will Besides, you must know, 
Wmter, that the Pitubas have always been alhes here 
They helped the Spaniards in the Conquest " 

IVe nothing against that,"’ Wmter said " But what- 
ever my politics were, if I were a white citizen here, seeing 
those yellow cannibals brought in to keep me in order, would 
make me want to shoot someone But I don't meddle with 
politics here and, I hope, never will " 

I do not meddle in them," Mr Weycock said, but I'm 
bound to watch them for the sake of the firm I only hope 
that the measures taken will be sufficient It would be a 
disaster to this Repubhc if Don Lopez were to be killed 
now " 

** Killed," Mr Wmter said, “ killed and disaster ^ 
Rats " 

‘‘ Well, I'm glad you tsike that cheeiy view " 

After this, they put away all thought of Red and White, 
but dined and were merry Hi was mtroduced to several 
very good fellows , he was nommated for election at the 
next ballot and admitted to the Club privileges pending 
election He passed a very pleasant evemng As he 
walked back to his hotel, he thought that he had never 
passed so wonderful a day 

And I may spend my life here," he thought It may 
not have the charm of engmeermg , but it must be wonder^ 
ful to pass one's days in a place so beautiful " 

Yet as he walked, he saw three Pituba lancers dragging 
a white man to a divisional gaol, which had its entrance 
on the water-front The sight angered him strangely , 
and again he had the feelmg that things were wrong m the 
land There are strange goings on," old Rust had said , 
** they're going to eat baked Christians " He noticed the 
looks of Citizens who watched the dragging, and the looks 
of other citizens watching for looks of disapproval ** I'll 
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ask Rosa about all this/' he thought There ought to be 
a letter from her in the morning " 

There was no letter from her m the mommg, but Mr 
Wmter called and drove him out to his plantation at 
Quezon 
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URING the dnve, he asked Winter if he feared 
any civil trouble 

Yes and no/' he said '' Th^ Whites and 
^eds always bicker a bit at Easter , they go out of their 
vay to do it They'll do it this year But it will be 
lothing And my advice to you is to pay no attention 
politics here, unless you're naturahsed I'm not a 
htizen, and don't mtend to be, so I keep clear of both 
parties What you want to steer clear of in this country 
Hre foreigners with axes to gnnd, like Weycock's old uncle 
; say nothing against young Weycock , he's fnendly and 
[ecent, and all that, but when I hear him boosting the 
ieds I wonder how much his uncle's had to make 
mn smg" 

But he said that Lopez was in fear of being murdered 
)y the Whites " 

Rats The Whites won't murder Lopez , they've got 
lo one to put in his place, and they know it Besides, 
;hey know that it isn't Lopez who is running this land, but 
he foreign firms who've put money into it and mean to 
^et it back As for Lopez being afraid of being murdered, 
I say, rats again He's afraid of nothing, from hell-fire 
Ip , never has been ” 

; Hi spent a happy day at Quezon, slept there, and was 
Iriven back to his hotel the next morning You go in 
lad see your friends," Mr Winter said, " then come out 
lere agam and spend a week or two Everything's hard 
pork here, like everywhere else A lot of these young 
bloody come out here thmkmg hfe's going to dances and 
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belonging to the Cocktail Club You're too wise for that 
foolishness , you've got some sense 

And now just let me say this, I stand m loco parmt%$ 
here, mind Don't accept a job from the United Sugar 
people without just coming and talking it over with me 
They may have nothing for you, of course They're m 
with a very queer set, who aren't out for sugar or any other 
kind of sweetness, but just both hands in the till I see 
their workings, and I know The matter with Lopez is 
not that he's afraid, but that he's too darned mdolent to 
watch their steps a httle " 

4: ^ He i): a|: He 

When he returned to the hotel, Hi found no letter from 
the Piranhas “ No answer," he thought She's had 
time enough for a dozen answers It means that she's out 
of town Yet Rosa, m her last letter, said that she would 
be m town now " 

He wandered out into the streets, where the work and 
beauty of a seaport filled every yard with wonder He 
felt that he could never tire of a hfe so varied, so full of 
colour, passed m such hght Yet agam the people gave 
him the impression that all was not well He was a new- 
comer, who saw the game from outside, with fresh eyes 
He felt that the Whites and Reds were certamly gomg out 
of their ways to bicker at this commg Easter On his way 
back to the hotel, he saw some Red ofiicials sacking (as it 
seemed) a little newspaper oflice A young American, who 
seemed amused at his want of grasp of the case, explained 
that the cops were pulling the joint and pmching the editor 
'' What for ? " 

I dunno He's one of these White guys I guess he 
wrote something some big bug didn't quite stand for " 

He watched the sack to its completion He could teU 
from the looks on people's faces what their pohtics were, 
and his heart went out to the under dogs, the Whites, who 
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were outnumbered there, and dared not show all that they 
felt “ Rosa is a White,” he thought, " I’ll get her to 
tell me what is gomg on ” 

4 : « 4: 3it 4! ♦ 3i« 

He was ]ust about to lunch at his hotel, when a negro 
waiter, who seemed impressed by something, came to tell 
him, chiefly by signs, that he was wanted in the foyer 
Wondering what he could have done wrong, or what could 
cause the negro’s maimer, he went out to the foyer, where 
a footman, in a green and white livery, very politely told 
him, m Spanish and pantomme, that there was somethmg 
very important for him, seemmgly outside the doors 
Lookmg as the footman’s signs directed, he saw an old 
carriage, in which two ladies sat, beneath green parasols 

Rosa,” he thought, Rosa and her mother ” 

One of the ladies was old, with white hair, she sat 
upright with an absorbed look as though she were praying 
The other was Rosa, but changed mdeed from the Rosa 
of the Fohats , this creature was pamted into a kmd of 
purple mask with high hghts of white powder on her nose 
Over her eyes, arches of plainly false eyebrows had been 
put in with the brow-stick Great gold ear-rmgs, enclosing 
green stones, hung from her ears, her mouth was scarlet 
He had never seen a more raddled-lookmg baggage, yet 
this was the Rosa of four months before, who had galloped 
hatless astraddle before breakfast with him Both ladies 
turned to him at once with an air which made him feel 
ashamed that he had no hat to take off to them and very 
thankful that he hadn’t The old lady was more subtly 
made up than her daughter, but even she seemed to wear 
a mask or glaze of enamel '' I suppose it’s the fashion 
here/’ he thought 

Glaze or not, they were plainly great ladies here, con- 
ferring incredible honour upon the hotel Half the staff 
was there to attend their pleasure already The Sefiora 
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held her hand for Hi to kiss (his good angel guarded him 
from shaking it), she bade him welcome in English He 
had not seen her since he was a httle child, but he re- 
membered her clearly, as Donna Emiha, a lady who held 
herself very straight and was always praying She 
needed not to have made up/' Hi thought There is 
somethmg very beautiful m her face " 

Welcome, she said, "your father has been a good 
friend to us* You and yours have been good friends to 
Rosa I hope that all your household was well when you 
left England Let me see you, Highworth You are liker 
your mother than your father But my eyes are failmg, I 
cannot be sure* of this Come now, with us, will you, to 
spend some hours at our house ^ " 

" I should love to," Hi said 

" Go and get your hat, then, and put it on," Rosa said, 
" Never, never come out without a hat agam Put it on 
at once, or this sun will skm you It doesn't come through 
a watery envelope as it does m England That is your 
vanity, wantmg to look brown You wouldn't look brown, 
you'd crack, and all your poor httle brams would pop " 
They drove down the water-front, past the Viceroy's 
garden, to the gate Several houses on the water-front 
were displaymg the scarlet banners, starred with gold, which 
Lopez had declared to be the national flag 

" Is there to be some sort of celebration ^ " Hi asked 
A display, I understand," Donna Emiha said 
" How wonderful the bay looks with the shipping/' Rosa 
said quickly " Do you see. Hi, the shallows beyond the 
bay^ All that southern bay is only about six feet 
deep " 

" Good bathmg, I should thmk," Hi said " Is one 
allowed to bathe there ^ " 

" I beheve that some of the Indians sometimes bathe 
there," Rosa said, " but there are swarms of sharks If 
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you go out m a boat, they’ll come aU round you, and rub 
along the side and try to tip you out " 

“ What do you do then ^ ” Hi asked " Smg them to 
sleep ? ” 

“ The best Way is to hit them a bat with the flat of an 
oar-blade ” 

“ I wonder you don’t stare at them,” Hi said " No 
shark can resist the power of the human eye ” 

“ Women’s eyes excite them,” Rosa said . 

“ I should have thought a haughty look would shrivel 
them The books are full of it ‘ She darted a freezmg 
glance at him ’ ” 

At this moment they were passmg through the gate of 
the city On their right was a park of palms, flowers and 
busts, on their left, beyond the fortress, was the approach 
to the market pier, where the boats landed fish, frmt and 
other produce at dawn each mommg A party of men 
and women were commg from this pier with donkey carts 
laden with fruits, eggs and vegetables “They’re the 
second market,” Rosa said, “ they buy up the leavmgs from 
the boats and hawk them through the closes ” 

The men of the second market recognised the livenes of 
the Piranhas They stopped their carts, stood stfll, un- 
covered and cned, “ Long hve the Whites Long hve the 
Whites Let the Reds perish” To Hi’s astomshment 
neither woman took the shghtest notice They stared 
ahead as though they neither saw nor heard Hi thought 
it odd that they did not bow , Rosa turned to him 
" Do you see the boats. Hi ? ” she asked " Those are 
some of the coast boats which brmg the produce There 
are many market gardens along this great shallow bay, 
especially at La Boca, ten miles down The gardeners 
send their thmgs m the boats, which are just as fast as 
boats can be They often race both ways We can see 
them from our windows ” 
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Out in the bay there was enough wind to ruffle the water 
About a dozen boats of queer ngs were rushing home under 
all the sail they could set Some were lateen-rigged with 
striped sails of blue and white , most were polacca schooners 
with steeved bowsprits settmg a spnt beneath upon a yard 
The sails of these were of a bnght orange colour All 
had high curved whaler's bows topped with gilt emblems 
All were fast boats , even Hi was surpnsed at the way they 
travelled A rounded white gleam at their sides showed 
their speed and the cleanness of their thrust 

Aren't they like dolphms ^ ” Rosa said '' Don't they 
seem to enjoy it ^ " 

Less than half a mile from the gate of the city they 
entered the gates of the Piranhas' estate, which lay to the 
left, between the road and the sea In the niches of the 
masonry of the gates were figures of painted terra-cotta, 
representmg Friendship and Affection, one on each side 
They had been labelled when new, but tune had destroyed 
the plaster on which the labels were pamted “ We can't 
teU t'other from which now," Rosa said ‘‘ People thmk 
they're both the Virgm, and lay httle bunches of flowers 
before them on their way to work " 

The gates were old masterpieces of wrought iron, now 
frail from rust, their palm leaves were snapping, some of 
their bars had worn through All withm the gates showed 
the same marks of decay It had once been an Itahan 
garden, but time, poverty and the sea winds had helped to 
bring it to rum Marble busts of poets and nymphs were 
fallen, or overgrown with traders The great red clay or 
terra-cotta urns had been spht by the roots of their flowers, 
so that they looked hke fountams of flowers falhng under 
the hvmg ghtter of the huuimmg birds The shmgle of 
the walk, though marked with wheels and horse-hoofs, 
was almost overgrown with a thick green-leaved trailer, 
full of minute blue flowers The house was a biggish, oblong, 
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yellow building, with decorative panels of scarlet plaster in 
the recesses of the masonry The scarlet had faded to 
pale red, it was scaley and mildewed , altogether, the house 
looked out of fashion There had been a device between 
supporters over the door The supporters were now 
notlung but legs, two hairy, with paws, two human, with 
feet The device was wholly gone Part of a label bore 
the legend 

Hi wondered what it was that did not suf&ce 
As the carnage stopped below the perron an old negro 
with powdered hair, weanng the uniform of the Piranhas, 
white with green splashes on the shoulders, came down the 
steps to welcome them He earned a long ebony cane with 
a gold pmeapple at the end Hi helped Donna Emiha up the 
steps Outside the house, all thmgs gave evidence of a 
great f amily commg down m the world Inside, it was all 
as it had been m the time of its splendour, except that 
colours had faded 

“ Come mto my room, Highworth,” Donna Emilia said. 
She led him mto a pleasant room hung with portraits 
of her own and her husband’s famihes She took her 
seat m a great brocaded chair that was like a throne Hi 
was only a boy, but he was impressed by her beaimg 
She gave hun the impression of bemg a work of art held 
together by nothmg but wiU, and a sense of style 
Hi closed the door at her biddmg Rosa was gone. 

“ It is thirty years, Highworth,” she said, “ smee your 
father m this room brought news to my husband and myself 
that our fortunes were secured m the days of the copper 
crisis My husband promised then that this house diould 
be a home to any of your race There to your right you 
WiU see a drawing of your father as he was then It is a 
pleasure to me to see you stand where your father stood " 
She rang a httk beU which stood on a table beside her , 
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the negro with the ebony cane appeared " This is my old 
retamer, Pablo,” she said, “ faithful as one of the old age 
Pablo,” she said, “this is Mr Highworth, whose father 
you will remember In all ways and at ah tunes you are to 
consider him as one of this household ” 

After Pablo had gone she turned agam to Hi 
" This IS talkmg beneath the surface,” she said, " which 
the Enghsh do not do Now tell me What aie your plans 
for your hfe in this coimtry ? Your father says that you 
have letters and that we are not to help you till we see that 
you have helped yourself ” 

“ I have only ]ust landed,” Hi said “ I have letters 
to Mr Weycock and Mr Wmter ” 

“ To Mr Mordred Weycock ? ” she asked 
" No, his nephew ” 

" Did either Mr Wmter or Mr Weycock tell you of 
troubles unpendmg m this country ” 

“ They seemed to think that thmgs were not perfectly 
settled,” Hi said 

" And what do you yourself thmk, now that you have 
seen them ? ” 

“ They don’t seem qmte happy somehow,” Hi said 
" How can they be happy," she said, “ with Antichrist 
upon the throne ? I am a woman and meddle httle with 
pohtics, but very much withrehgion, which is a force that 
your Mr Weycocks do not admit to exist He and his 
fnends, Highworth, are rousmg up m this country some- 
thmg which they cannot understand, the very depths 
of the soul of this people But come, Highworth, take 
this flower Give me your arm Open that door for me 
This IS the chapel of the Puanhas , tha tomb is where my 
husband hes He loved your father, who was more than 
a friend to us m a tune of calaimty Lay the flower upon 
his tomb He will be glad to know that your father's son 
is m this house m this tune of calamity ” 
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Surely Senora,” he said, " the calamity is not so great 
She looked at him and could not answer 
" Leave me here a httle, Highworth,** she said " There 
is a Greco over the altar But you will not care for these 
things You will find Rosa m the garden room ** 

It was dim in the chapel It was built of white Otorin 
marble in barrel vaultmg, with one piercmg in the sanctuary 
Hi saw a blackness with bronze gleams where he laid his 
flower He knew that Donna Emiha was crying 

'' O Senora," he said He felt that he could not stay 
there he went quickly back to the hght 

Pablo led the way to a room full of sunlight it opened 
upon the garden, but was itself more full of flowers than the 
garden, from a bank of white cuencas near the French 
wmdows The light poured upon these, so that every 
white trumpet of the cuencas seemed to quiver with 
hfe Little yellow butterflies poised above the flowers A 
crested humming bird with a dazzhng throat hovered in 
the hght near the door 

‘‘Well, Hi,"' Rosa said, “how are you hkmg Santa 
Barbara ^ “ 

“ Oh, I love it “ 

“ You came in the Recalde, of course When did you wnte 
to mother , do you remember ^ “ 

“ Yes, the day before yesterday , a few hours after 1 
landed 

“ I thought so,“ she said “ I suppose you wondered 
why we didn't answer '' 

“ I thought you were out of town 
“ We did not receive your letter till this mornmg,'' she 
said “ The censorship is on agam 
“ What censorship ^ “ 

“ The Government's You see, we are a White family 
All our people are Whites, or Surphces even, the sort of 
purest of the pure The Reds have been planning some- 
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thing tmnsual for some tune They have been talking about 
a conspuracy to kill Don Lopez and evidence of a White 
rebelhon They always talk like that before a devilry 
Then they say that they were provoked to measures of 
safeguard 

Latterly there has been no censorship of letters , but 
I was afraid that one had begun two or three days ago 
Now I am sure of it 
'' What do they do ? ” 

" Take aU the letters addressed to emment Whites to 
some Red officer m the fortress , then he steams them, I 
suppose, and reads them and has them photographed or 
copied before they are dehvered " 

'' I wonder they take the pams,’* Hi said. '' If they're 
dirty enough skunks to read other people's letters, they're 
dirty enough skunks to forge fake ones ” 

Oh, they are , but thev like to know what is gomg on, 
as well as what they imagme Don't speak of these thmgs 
to mother, or before her, Hi, if you don't mmd I'm 
afraid I rather shut you up when you asked about the 
celebrations But mother hasn't been well for some time 
She thmks that somethmg temble is happenmg , or soon 
gomg to happen Any allusion to the Reds just now 
upsets her" 

Right," Hi said, I'll be silent But I say, Rosa , I 
wish you'd tell me why you didn't bow or smile or anything 
when those market people cheered you " 

Did it seem very bad manners ^ " 

It struck me as a httle odd " 

We're Whites," she answered " We're watched pretty 
closely What is to stop the Reds from sending agents 
to cheer the Whites in our presence, and watchmg whether 
we applaud ^ What would stop them arresting us for 
fomenting pa-rty feehng or ‘ encouragmg White excesses/ 
as they would call it ? " 



ODTAA 


54 

They couldn't '' 

“ Why not ? What is to stop them ? " 

''For smiling and bowing just because people cheer 
you ^ " 

"‘Yes, Hi, and for even looking as though you wished to 
smile and bow ‘ Gestures prejudicial to civil peace,' is 
the phrase they use, or ‘ conduct deemed to be provocative 
of civil disturbance,' that is another " 

“ Arrest you and your mother ? " 

“ Yes, rather , hke bilho " 

“But, good Lord, what are the Whites doing to let 
these Reds do these thmgs They must be juggmses " 
“There aren't many Whites on this side of Santa 
Barbara the Whites are all in the west " 

“ Yes , but they must know " 

“ It isn't so easy as it sounds The Whites did a lot 
of stupid thmgs when they were in power , trying to stop 
the Schools Acts and other Acts which the Reds had just 
passed , naturally the Reds were furious '' 

“ Yes , but hang it all, Rosa, stoppmg a sort of Act of 
Parhament is done in a civihsed way, by law ^ but these 
Reds have brought m all these yellow devils I can't see 
why the Whites allow that '' 

“The Pitubas^ We're used to them here They're 
not so bad as they look They don't eat all the babies 
they're credited with They may munch a finger here 
and there What I mmd is the censorship and the spying, 
and the knowledge that aU the time these Red ofl&cers are 
making dossiers against all whom one holds dear false 
dossiers, with forged evidence, which they may use " 

“ Why should they use them ^ “ 

“ You haven't seen the gang who governs us ? They are 
m touch with a set of people who want to ‘ open up ' this 
land, as they call it and will pay for the pnvilege Nature 
ally, they would get their money back a hundredfold 
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Since the Whites stand in the way, naturally the Reds want 
to get nd of them , and the dirty way is the way the Reds 
take by nature, being what they are, people without dignity 
and without belief ” 

'' I don't know anything about it, of course,” Hi said, 
" but I should have thought it would be a good thing to get 
opened up a bit have a few more railways and get more 
of the land under cultivation ” 

" If a gang of scoundrels came down on England, to open 
England up a bit, would you hke that. Hi ^ ” 

“ Father always says that that is what is always happen- 
ing in England, so I suppose we are used to it ” 

** Well, we aren't Now I've got heaps to do I've got 
to cut all this Imen to pattern for our children's Easter 
frocks So although you may not thmk it a manly ]ob, 
I want you to help me at it, wiU you, hke a brick ^ We'll 
open this Imen up a bit to make little panties for our 
bambmi ” 

Hi was always ready for any ]ob They set to work 
'' By the way. Hi,” Rosa said, my cousm, Carlotta de 
Leyva, wiH be here at lunch She talks Enghsh, so you 
needn't be scared " 

'' I shan't be scared, if she's anything like you,” he said 
** Well, she isn't, worse luck,” Rosa said ” But I thought 
I'd have you alone to warn you Carlotta is a very special 
person She's not hke anybody else , but it's no good your 
falhng m love with her ” 

” All right,” he said , ” I shan't fall m love ” 

” It won't be any good if you do,” she said Carlotta 
is to be married from here m less than a month By the 
way, you'll have to come to the weddmg, heretic or no ” 
Who IS she marrymg ^ ” he asked , not that he cared 
Don Manuel” 

A sort of local buck ^ ” 

You would call him that 
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Has he a surname ^ '' 

Yes Encinitas " 

I thought that was a province 
So it IS he owns most of it '' 

And she owns most of the province next to it ^ ” 

'' Her brother does 

So when the two marry, they will control about half 
of Santa Barbara between them ^ '' 

** Why shouldn’t they, if they are wise and good ^ ” 

It seems rather a lot for tv/o , what sort of a man is 
Don Manuel , a good sort ^ ” Rosa made a grimace 
He hasn’t done much good yet Even if he had, he 
wouldn’t be good enough for her ” 

" That is what women always say before a weddmg,” 
he said, “ ' of course he isn’t good enough for her ’ 

Any man before his weddmg will sav it’s true ” 

Men in love will agree to anything I say, Rosa, 
is there anythmg I ought not to do at lunch ^ ” 

" Any local custom ^ ” she said Yes, we don’t eat with 
our knives and we always cluck as we swallow to show how 
much we are enjoymg it ” 

'' No , I say Rosa, you’re always raggmg What ought I 
not to do ^ You might tell a fellow ” 

"I’ve warned you. Hi not to fall m love with my 
cousin ” 

" Fall in love rats,” he said 
" That’s the spint,” she said " Rats ” 

Someone in the hall outside was moving to and fro, 
arrangmg flowers in the bpwls on the tables At first, 
Hi thought that this was Donna Emilia , then the unseen 
woman began to smg m a low voice, as though thmkmg 
of somethmg else It was not Donna Emilia Hi could 
not make out the words, but thought the voice and tune 
pretty 

" What’s the song, Rosa ^ ” he asked 
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" That ? An old lullaby It’s about roses going to bed 
because it’s late ” 

" It’s pretty ” 

" My dear boy, you’re cutting that thing so that it’ll 
have neither cut nor hang ” 

“ Oh, dash it, so I am ” 

" You pay attention to what you’re domg and never 
mmd about lullabies” 

Presently, after the song had stopped, something bumped 
upon the door , the voice of the smger called to them m 
Enghsh to “ open the door, please ” Hi opened the door 
A woman stood on the threshold, holdmg a jar full of sprays 
of white Stellas 

“ I’ve brought these for you, Rosa,” she said 

“ That’s sweet of you,” Rosa said “ You two haven’t 
met yet Carlotta, this is Mr Highworth Ridden, an old 
flame of mine He’s helpmg me to cut panties , men do 
these thmgs in England Hi, this is my cousm, Sefionta 
de Lejrva ” 

" How do you do, Mr Ridden ’ ” Carlotta said " Will 
you take these flowers for me ? ” 

He said somethmg m broken Spamsh and took the jar 
to the table , the. Stellas were the sweetest flowers he had 
ever known In a gush of memory he saw a hedge of 
honeysuckle at home m June At the table, he turned to 
look at Carlotta, who was unlike anyone he had ever seen 
" She’s an angel of Paradise,” he thought 

He had not thought of women , until that moment he 
had never bothered his head about them He had con- 
sidered them as a race apart, with ways of their own 
which, on the whole, he resented From tune to time he 
had met a girl who had been a joUy good sport Rosa was 
rather a good sport , anyhow, they were the exceptions Ihe 
rest were m a world of their own, with nerves and standards 
of their own, which he disliked but respected. Now sad- 
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denly there stood before him a woman who realised all his 
dreams of what a woman should be Yet she was not like 
any othei woman She was as little like a woman as a 
hummmg bird is like a bird She was a small, perfect, 
spmtual shape, glowing hke a humming bird He had once 
heard somebody say that you only get perfection m small 
things '' , he had thought the man an ass at the time, but 
remembered it now This woman was perfect Her hair 
was of a most deep, dark blown, very abundant, but 
caught close to her head by a narrow fillet of gold This 
gave her something the look of a boy, enough, perhaps, to 
establish a S3nnpathy with a boy like Hi The eyes weie 
darker than the hair They shone as tiiough the brain 
behind them were one glow of hght They were not only 
kind, good eyes, but so very merry The eyebrows were 
remarkable As in most clever faces, the base of her nose, 
at the brow, was broad, and the space between the eyes not 
small The unusual beauty of the eyebrows was their 
length , they continued the demarcation of the brow to 
the right and left , they weie straight in line over the eyes, 
and lifted a little at the right and left sides, in a way 
impossible to desenbe, though it made the face most vivid 
and unusual The nose was straight The ears, which 
aie seldom beautiful, even in the beautiful, were perfect 
m her The cheeks were of a rich colour as though the 
life Within were very intense The mouth was the great 
distinction it was of a faultless beauty All fun, aU 
thoughtfulness, all generosity, were in those gentle, sensi- 
tive, proud curves She wore white, with a green jacket 
Her voice seemed to Hi to be the quality of voice he had 
always most longed to hear She spoke English faultlessly. 

So Rosa has put you to cutting out Easter dresses ? '' 
she asked 

Women are always making men slaves,’' he said 
** Well, after lunch, you shall be free, Manuel wjU be 



ODTAA <9 

here to lunch, Rosa, so if it's cool enough we might play 
tennis afterwards Would you play, Mr Ridden ^ " 

'' rd love some tennis " 

She picked up some pattern-paper, turned it, folded it, 
snipped it with scissors, refolded it, snipped it again, and 
then shook it out as a sort of cape or shawl of lace 

That IS what the negresses wear in San Jacinto," she 
said " They cut the linen and wear it over scarlet , it 
looks just like face at a little distance " 

You are clever," Hi said, “ to cut it all out like that 
I wish you'd show me how you did it " 

" Like this," she said, picking up another piece of paper 
" The English are always wanting to do things," Rosa 
said " They never say, * Here's a perfect day, let's think 
about perfection ' They say, ' Here, it's stopped raining, 
let's do something ' " 

" You did your share when you were in England," he 
said, " so you needn't talk " 

" She seems to have been busy this morning," Carlotta 
said " We'll talk about perfection, if you like " 

" I don't want to talk, but to listen," Rosa said *' Sup- 
pose you sing " 

Carlotta went to the piano and sang a couple of Spanish 
songs, one strange, the other gnm, both hauntmg Hi 
thought them the most beautiful things he had ever 
heard, sung by the most marvellous voice He could not 
turn his eyes from her face and throat She was the most 
exquisite thmg he had ever seen He felt himself to be vile 
and a boor, and unfit to walk the same planet He 
wondered whether he could possibly take the pattern- 
papers which she had cut, or the scissors she had used 
He stared and stared He knew it to be rude, but could 
not help it " My God, she is beautiful," he thought 
She IS lovely, lovely O God, I wish I could fight for her 
or do something for her " 
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He noticed her hands They were not the thin, pale, 
very knuckly bundles of skewers which ladies’ hands usuaEy 
seemed to him, but perfections of form and marks of 
capacities There was a nng on one finger " There it is,” 
he thought , “ she’s engaged to be marned, to this devil 
Manuel, who isn’t good enough for her This devil Manuel 
can kiss her I’d hke to call him out ” Glancing suddenly 
away from the lovely face he saw Rosa watching him with 
a certam malice tinged just a httle, unselfish as she was, 
with envy No one had stared at her m quite that way 
before she had taken any pains to secure it 
Rosa smiled somewhat bitterly , a gong was beaten to 
call them to lunch 

“ Manuel is late,” Carlotta said , " he said he might be ” 
Hi hated Manuel for bemg late, and for bemg called 
" Manuel,” and for bemg at all He wanted to shme before 
her, but could thmk of nothing to say , he seemed to be 
spurting orange-jmce everjTwhere Then he was ashamed 
that three women, hving m this lovely room, should all 
speak good Enghsh, in compliment to himself, while he 
could hardly say, “ Thank you ” in Spamsh 



IV 


" 1 OSA, my daughter,” Donna Emilia said, “ I have 
|-^ had. such a strange message from Sefipra 
Artigas Her son, Estifamo, has disappeared ” 
“ We passed him m the cathedral last night, mother, at 
about SIX or half-past, as we left the service ” 

“ He was at home after that At nearly midmght two 
young men, m evenmg dress, called for him to say that 
Porfirio Eivera, his great friend, had been hurt m a duel, 
was djung, and had asked for him Estifamo did not know 
the young men , but, of course, he went with them, and 
he has not returned ” 

” If his fnend were d 3 mig, mother, he would stay with 
him” 

“ But the story was false, my dear Porfino called for 
Estifamo this mommg, he had fought no duel, is m 
perfect health, and has sent no message Estifamo has 
disappeared Imagme his mother’s anxiety ” 

Hi saw Rosa and Carlotta look at each other with 
a glance which he could not mterpret He felt that there 
was trouble and that he had better say somethmg 
" We had a fellow at school,” he said, " who disappeared 
one summer hohdays He went out m a boat with another 
fellow The boat upset, but they were picked up by 
a steamer However, the steamer was cairymg the mails 
and could not stop, so these two fellows had to go all the 
way to New York before they could send a message home 
They’d both been buned, or at least had the bunal-service 
read over them by that time ” 

6i 
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“ Esfcitdnio will turn up, in the same way, mother, '' Rosa 
said 

I txust so,'' the old lady said “ Suddenness of death 
IS evci a thing I pray God to spare my friends " 

Estifanio is a great hunter," Carlotta said He rides 
out to this ' drag,' do you call it ^ which the English have 
started Aie you fond of hunting, Mr Ridden ^ " He 
thought her an angel of tact to have changed the con- 
versation a little 

I love riding," he said, '' but of course, my father only 
lets me ride the old crocks Still, sometimes he lets me be 
his second horseman, and then I have had some wonderful 
times " 

** Rosa said that you are fond of engines " 

Yes, I love engines " 

“ So do I," she said I'm racing my biother with one 
He IS having an irrigation canal dug by men, and I am doing 
a little bit of it with machines , but the nature of the 
ground doesn't make it quite a fair match Wnat engines 
interest you most ^ " 

No particular engine," he said, " but more the nature 
of engines I'm always thmking of all sorts of httle engines 
which ^everybody could have For instance, a little engme 
to sweep the floor of a room, or dust walls, or clean big glass 
panes like the windows of shops Then, I expect you'll 
think it very silly, but don't you think one could have 
a little engine on a boat ^ " 

Oh, the engine on a boat," Rosa said " Hi is a lovely 
character, Carlotta He would die for me or for you at 
a moment's notice , but the engine on a boat is his mad 
streak Of course it's nice to have a mad streak , it shows 
the oldness of your family , but there it is " 

" Why should there not be an engine on a boat ? " 
r irlotta asked ** What sort of httle engme do you mean* 
Ml Ridden ? " 
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Oh, call him Hi, Carlotta,” Rosa said This is his 
home here, remember , call him Hi 

I don't know whether he wiU let me," Carlotta said 
I’ll be frightfully proud if you will," Hi said, and 
blushed scailet, and knew that Rosa watched the blush 
" What sort of engine Hi ^ " Carlotta asked 
" Thank you," he said, wondering whether he would 
ever be able to save her life and in reward be asked to call 
her Carlotta , 

" You see," he said, “ Rosa is always ragging She 
w^orked at this engine when she was in England You see, 
we live in a part of England which is mostly rolling grass 
hills We call them downs, but they aie really a sort of 
ups Well, we are a good long way from the Thames , 
too far to go for a day’s boating Now I’m not much good 
at rowing, but I do love messmg about in a boat I mean, 
being in a boat ’’ 

I do, too," Cailotta said, ‘'theie is a sort of lake at 
home I go out in a boat to watch the flamingoes " 

We’ve not got any lake, alas," Hi said, but theie is 
a little sort of brook, or chalk-stream It’s got plenty of 
water always, but it isn’t broad enough for oais So what 
I’ve always ^wanted to do is to make a little engine to go m 
a boat I don’t mean a steam-engine, but a hand engine, 
so that one could have the exercise of rowing A man 
would sit on the thwart and turn a crank, or puli it to and 
fro, and that would turn a paddle-wheel , only I don’t 
want the paddle-wheel to be at the side, but either in front 
or let into the boat in a sort of well, so as not to take up 
room They all say that it couldn’t go, but I say it must 
go " 

Of course it would go," Carlotta said 
** How could It go ? " Rosa asked " It could no more 
go than if you weie to stand in the boat and pull the boat- 

inpe 
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“ You’ve not even got enough mechanical sense, Rosa,” 
Hi said, "to make you keep quiet when mechanics are 
hemg talked If I’d had an old boat or punt to experiment 
on, mstead of a clothes-basket covered with nck-cloth, 
I’d have proved that my thmg would go ” 

"If it would go, why hasn’t it been done? All the 
Enghsh are always messmg about m boats ” 

" My engme is not for ordmary nvers, but for the brooks 
at home, or even the canals, where you cannot always row, 
nor even paddle m comfort ” 

" There wasn’t much comfort in your clothes-basket, if 
I remember nghtly,’’ Rosa said 
" There isn't much comfort m any good thmg ’’ 

“ I should have thought rehgion,” Rosa said 
" You try it and see ” 

“ Manuel is very late,” Donna Emiha said " We're 
almost at an end here Do you think that he will come, 
’Lotta ? ” 

“ Yes, I think I hear him ” A horse came at a quick 
canter up the dnve Carlotta turned to Hi 
" After my mamage,” she said, “ you must come out to 
stay with us, if you will There are nvers there not unlike 
what I should imagme yours to be, and rolhng hiUs of 
grass ” 

“ I would love that,” he said He looked at her, and 
was at once shot through with anguish to think that she 
was to be mamed to a man not good enough for her. 
" He has fnghtened her,” he thought, “ or got some hold 
upon her, m the way these beasts do ” 

Suddenly he realised that Don Manuel was there, kissing 
Donna Emiha’s hand , he must have come m like a panther. 
" I say,” he thought, “ what a man ” 

All manly strength, beauty and grace moved m that 
figure , but the face was the extraordinary thmg ; it won 
Hi at once, partly by its power, partly by its resemblance 
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to the bust of the young Napoleon on the landing at the 
Fohats The man turned to Hi, with eyes most strange, 
masterful, unbearable and bnght as flames " This is an 
extraordmary man,” Hi thought “ Either splendid or 
very queer, perhaps both ” The extraordmary man 
greeted him m Enghsh , then burst out with 

" Ah, I am glad to see you, Mr Ridden Your father 
sixteen years ago sent me two Enghsh huntmg saddles, 
because I rode his stalhon, what ? And how is your 
father ? And how do you like Santa Barbara ? Ah, your 
father , I was proud of those saddles , no gift have I iked 
so You shall come to me at Encimtas and nde and iide 
That is the hfe, what ? ” 

He took Hi’s hands m both his own, m his impulsive 
way, and looked mto his eyes, m a way that was both 
fnghtenmg and winnmg , it entirely won Hi 
“ You’re not a bit like your father,” he said, “ not a httle 
bit Your father likes bemg top-dog , sometimes bully, 
sometimes blarney You want to make things I know 
your sort ” 

“ Where are you sta5nng ^ ” he contmued " At the 
Santiago ? That’s a vile hole, the Santi^o Yet aU our 
visitors form their first impressions there Whereabouts 
have they put you ’ ” 

“ On the third floor,” Hi said, “ Room 67 ” 

“ Lookmg out on the back, what "> Well, lookmg out on 
the front wouldn’t have been much more cheerful The 
palace, the Santiago and the cathedral I’d like to raze 
them all three and start afresh 
” By the way, about your Santiago I am a mght bird 
I pass the back of that hotel at night at two m the mommg 
You can get m at the back through the cellar-gratmg The 
negro waiters run a gamblmg hdl there , fan-tan, what ? 
They also do a pnvate trade m the hotel hquor And now 
forgive the everybody for bemg so late ” 
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“ You are scandalously late, Manuel,” Rosa said " You 
deserve no lunch ” 

“ I want no lunch,” he said, “ but coffee and some bread 
I am late, because I have been trackmg a crime Estifamo 
Artigas was murdered in this city last night ” 

“ Then it was murder ? ” 

“ We were talkmg of him a moment since ” 

“ That will be death to the poor mother , her only 
child ” 

” There is more than this,” Carlotta said “ The murder 
was planned By whom ? ” 

“ The Murder Gang of the Palace A club of young 
criminals headed by Don Jose, the son of our Dictator, 
Mr Ridden They murdered the lad in that tunnel or 
passage where the wmdimUs used to be I have been with 
the murderer Here’s a copy of his confession, made befoi e 
Chacon, the notary I’ve sent copies of it to Chavez and 
Hermengildo, as well as to your brother, Carlotta Who 
could want food after this ? Now the WTiites move agam , 
we have a cause and a case 

“ This Murder Club was founded by Don Jos6 at the 
end of last year as a new excitement , he and eight young 
men are the members , all very select They have now 
murdered five men , one a month is thur rule, each in 
a different way 

" Pablo Hmestrosa was chosen to kill Estifamo Tw o of 
the others came to help him , four i/vcre posted, to keep 
guard durmg the murder , the other two brought Estifamo 
to the place 

“ I learned aU this from Pablo’s own bps this morning ” 

” Pablo Hmestrosa was always as weak as water,” Rosa 
said “ Cruel, too , I remember him putting worms under 
his rocking horse as a httle child ” 

" I found Pablo m the street, as I came back fiom my 
nde this morning,” Don Manuel contmued. “He was 
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crying and quaking , so I brought him to my rooms Bit 
by bit, I got the story out of him 

'' One moment, Manuel,'" Cailotta said , this Hmestrosa 
man, who is plamly of weak intelligence, may have imagined 
all this " 

“ Ah, no, alas," Don Manuel said, I ha\e proved it to 
be true One decoyed the victim to the carriage, one drove 
the carriage to the tunnel Then the decoy led him mto 
the tunnel, where Pablo killed him Don Jose helped in 
the kilhng There were the tracKs and the body, every thing 
corresponded exactly 

You will think this next a strange thing 
“ Don Jose is very clever as well as veiy vicious He 
and Spallo took Pablo home after the murder, and, as they 
saw that he was shaken, they feared that he would betray 
them 

'' Now Pablo feared that they feared this, so he contiived 
to leave them where he could hear them talkmg He heard 
Don Jose say * I knew that he would be sentimental 
He will confess the whole thing to the first priest he can find 
Shall we finish him ? It would be rather a neat end to 
the night ' It must have been an anxious moment for 
Pablo, wailing for the answer , but Spallo said, " Better 
mot He'll be ail right after a sleep ' 

After that, Spallo and Jose went away, but now another 
strange thmg happened When they had gone (so Pablo 
says) the ghost of Estifanio's father came in and sat beside 
him He never spoke, but whenever Pablo tried to run 
from the room, this ghost shd in front of him " 

What happened then ^ " 

Pablo said that he ' burned the ghost away, with 
matches and texts of Scriptme ' When the ghost was gone 
he ran into the street , but it was worse there, he said, 
because Estifanio kept looking through the wmdows at 
him. 
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" I got a doctor to give him an opiate , now he’b asleep 
m Chacon’s house ” 

" God give us mercy, ” Donna Emiha said " Is there 
to be no measure to the wickedness of this time ’ ” 

“ When will General Chavez know of this ? ” Carlotta 
asked 

“Now He’ll be m town by six Congress meets at 
eight. We win arraign the palace on this question ’’ 

“ God help this unhappy land/’ Donna Emiha said 

“ God IS helpmg this land/’ Don Manuel said “ He gives 
us this sword agamst the Lopez gang , now we shall end 
them ’’ 

“ I am not so sure, Manuel,’’ Carlotta said “ There is 
much shrewdness m the men about Lopez They would 
be only too glad to get nd of Don Josd This case may rid 
the land of Don Jos4 , but I do not think that Lopez will 
be involved His hands may even be strengthened ’’ 

Manuel hstened to her with much attention 

“ Not as ours are strengthened,’’ he said “ Chavez and 
Bazan must stir at this I have the confession and aU the 
evidence The Reds suspect nothmg We shall have a coup 
dc Mdire m only five hours This magazme shall explode 
under their feet ’’ 

“ I wonder/ ’ Carlotta said “ General Chavez may think 
the time mopportune ’’ 

“ Inopportune ? When the Reds are declaiming about 
a White conspiracy ? ’’ 

“ If not mopportune, he may find some other excuse for 
not actmg ’’ 

“ He must act upon this ’’ 

“ He IS a very mdolent man ’’ 

“ If he will not act, we will find who will I see three 
here to start with , no, four, for I am sure that Mr. Ridden 
will be with us ” 

“ Rathei, if you'll have me, sir/’ Hi sard 
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“ It wiU begin your stav here well, to help in the down- 
fall of a Dictator ” 

“ Manuel,” Rosa said, “ you are not to drag Hi into our 
party pohtics ” 

” Manuel,” Carlotta said, “ I think that you are going 
beyond the present issue, which is, to denounce the Murder 
Club Lopez has sufficient readiness, and bigness, to 
banish, or even to prosecute, his son , and then face you 
in a strongei.position than ever ” 

“ I beheve that Lopez is mad,” Manuel said “ To- 
mght, when this begins, I shall declare him to be unfit to 
govern ” 

As he spoke, the mayor-domo entered with a telegram 
upon a salver 

“ For Don Manuel,” he said 

When Don Manuel had read the telegram, he changed 
countenance , it was plain that he had received a blow 
“ Is it lU news from Encamacion ” Donna Emilia asked 
“ Is your mother worse, Manuel ’ ” Carlotta asked 
“ Yes,” he said, “ my beloved mother is dangerously ill 
at Encamacion I must go at once,” 

"There will be no tram to San Jacmto till noon to- 
morrow.” 

“ No,” he said, “ but I can go by the mountain tram at 
four , and nde from Melchior, it is only sucty-seven miles 
If I telegraph for horses, I can be at home by dusk to- 
morrow night That will save five hours ” 

“ You must go at once, if you are to catch the four 
tram,” Carlotta said “ I’ll dnve you to the station ” 

" We wiU go, then,” Manuel said " While they bnng 
the chaise. I’ll order horses , you shall send the telegrams 
when I am gone ” 

^ 4e 

As Don Manuel made his farewells, he took Hi’s hand m 
both his own hands " My greetmgs to your father,” he 
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said " Tell him I remember the saddles I shall expect 
you presently at my home ” 

You will stay with us, will you not ^ '' Carlotta said 
I would love to," Hi said “ I w^ould love it more than 
an^J'thmg " 

They all went out of doors to see them start Carlotta 
was driving two marvellous little horses, full of fare Hi 
looking at her as she sat watching her horses, felt that the 
onl> possible happiness on earth would be to live and die 
for her , since everything about her was beautiful and came 
not from this world He saw that all there thought as he 
thought and felt as he felt about hei You beautiful 
and gracious and glorious thing," he thought I wash 
I could die for you " 

The peones stepped from the horses' heads, the gates 
opened, the horses strained to the collars and the marvellous 
girl was gone Often, afterwards, he thought of that 
scene 

I trust that he may find his mother alive," Donna 
Emilia said 

" I must be going, too," Hi said 
Going * nonsense,” Rosa said You've come for the 
day You've had neither tennis nor a swim Come m " 
When he had come in, Rosa looked at him with malice 
** Isn't he handsome, Hi ^ " she asked 
Handsome ^ I should think he is," Hi said " He is 
everything and has everything " 

No , he hasn't everything," Rosa said I know 
several things that he has not But even if he had every- 
thing, he wouldn't be good enough for her " 

Hi did not answer, for the thought of Manuel having 
the beautiful Carlotta went thiough him with a pang 
He wouldn't be good enough for her , would he ? " 
Rosa repeated* 

'' I hope so 
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“No, you don’t/’ Rosa said “You know that he 
wouldn’t Confess, Hi, he wouldn’t “ 

Hi looked at her with a look of pain 
“ Isn’t she wonderful ^ ” she said 
“ I understand your being fond of her ’’ 

“ Fond of her ? People aren’t fond of her They 
worship her and would die for her Wouldn’t you ^ “ 

“ Yes, I would,’’ he said, after a pause “ You know 1 
would And you would, too “ 

“ I told you not to,’’ Rosa said “ I gave you fan warn- 
ing You’d better put her out of your mind Besides/’ 
she added with malice, “ he’s frightfully jealous ’’ 

“ He’ll have some cause, I should say ’’ 

“ Well, come on into the garden I’ll play you tennis ’’ 
“ No, be square, Rosa You don’t really want me I 
mubt clear out ’’ 

“ I’ll tell you when to clear out,” she said “ But stay 
a little Carlotta will be back in half an hour Stay to 
see her It will be the last tune you’ll see her before she 
marries ’’ 

“ I thought you said that they wouldn’t be mamed till 
Easter ’’ 

“ Not now," she said “ She’ll go to him by the noon 
train to-morrow , you will see I shall have to go with her 
She’U be married by the Bishop to-morrow midnight, so 
that the mother may see the son mamed Then she’U 
be with that man all her life ’’ 

“ She chose him, out of all the men in the world,” he 
said “ And I don’t wonder , he’s a fine fellow^ ” 

“ A fine fellow ^ Only a few years ago he was the friend 
of this Don Jos^ of the Murder Gang ” 

“ I don’t know about that,” Hi said “ He’s a fine 
fellow now , and she thinks so ” 

“ She thinks so now, but in a week, in a month 
with that man all the tune.” 


« • « 
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nsk their pensions by arresting a Red on a warrant ^ 
They're not philanthropists " 

" What are they, then ^ " 

" Paid partisans " 

Golly '' 

" Well may you sa37 goUy However, that is a little 
thing, compared with this mariisge I'm used to the 
police I'm not used to the thought of that man 
with " 

She had paused at the little fountain, where she gazed 
down into the basin and let the fingers of one hand open 
and close in the water 

‘'Bat I'm not going to talk in this beastly wai," she 
said “ Forget what I said, will you ^ " 

“ Of course, Hi, j^ou'll come here whenevei you like 
Mother told me to tell you that a place will be here for you 
at lunch on ever}^ Tuesday, Thursday and Sunday , when 
you can come, we'll be glad, and when you can t j ou 
needn't write or send word You needn't think it's decent 
of us We're only too glad You were all lovely to me at 
your home, and your father simply saved us from beggary 
Besides, it will be a charity to two lorn females " 

“ Thank you," Hi said, ‘‘ you're a ]olly good friend " 

** There's my hand on that," she said " And when 
you're settled out here, we can always put you up Now 
would you care to swim ^ W^e have a bathing pond here 
It was made m the days of our glory, but, being made, it 
IS easy to keep up " 

She led the way through a gap m a rose-hedge to a terrace 
of white marble, m the midst of which was a swimming 
pool, full of clear water 

" There you are," she said, " if ever you want a swim 
A plunge now would do us both good , but before we plunge, 
shall we just walk back to the house, to see if Carlotta has 
returned ? " 

F 
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“ Yes, certainly,” Hi said , “ but I haven’t heard her 
horses ” 

“ Nor I,” she said “ But she ought to be back She is 
the swimmer amongst us She does all things well, but 
she swims like a sea-bird ” 

They found that Carlotta had not returned 
“ She ought to be back by this time,” Rosa said " But 
m this country trams are sometimes late in starting, as 
you will find Let us walk to the gates, to see if she be 
on the road ” 

They saw no one on the road, save three men with a hand- 
cart who were commg slowly from the direction of the city 
and pausing at mtervals to paste handbills on walls and 
pahngs They paused to paste a bill upon a rumous wall 
opposite the Piranhas’ gate , Rosa and Hi watched them 
“ BiU-stickers,” Hi said “ I did not know that you had 
them here ” 

“ Oh, yes,” Rosa said ” We are avihsed here , bills, 
drams and only one wife, just like Europe But we keep 
them for great occasions hke bull-fights, these bills, I 
mean ” 

“ Bull-fights,” Hi said “ Do you still have them ? ” 
“This IS the season for them, probably this is an 
announcement of them " 

“ I’d love to see a bull-fight , it must be fnghtfuUy 
exciting Do let us ivait to see what it is ” 

The biU-sticker, with a few deft thrusts of his brush, set 
the poster in its place It was a yellow poster, printed 
m blunt black type ivith a tall red headmg 

" Proclamation of the Government ” 

“ It IS only a pronunaamento,” Rosa said , " not bulls 
a ter all . Can you read it from here ? I cannot see any- 
thing without my glasses " 
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'' Something about rehgion, as far as I can make it out,” 
Hi said ” Dios is God, isn’t it ^ ” 

Yes ” 

” That’s what it is, then , all about rehgion 
” There are rather a lot of Dioses,” Hi said after a pause j 
” but then I suppose it’s Lent ” 

" Yes,” Rosa said, a little snappily ” In my Church it 
IS the season for Dioses ” 

Donna Emiha met them on their way back through the 
house to the pond ” Carlotta not yet back ? ” she said 
” She has probably driven to one of the stores Come in, 
then, to dnnk mat^ Tea here is never good, Highworth , 
we dnnk mat6 amargo, a bitter dnnk , not unhke your 
camomile tea, they tell me , we think it refreshing ” 

Hi did not find it refreshing, but drank one little silver 
pipkin for the expenence and a second for politeness 



V 


Y S anyone coming here this afternoon ^ " Rosa 
I asked “ No one, so far as I can tell,"' her mother 
JL answered I am not asking people, because I 
want you to see Carlotta while you can Besides, it is 
Lent , one should be quiet m Lent 
*'They are puttmg placards in the road,*' Rosa said 
** We could not read them , but they seemed to be about 
quiet at Easter 

I am glad,"' Donna Emilia said “ The last exhibition 
of disorder disgraced our country 
The old butler entered Sehora,*' he said, Don 
Inocencio desires to speak with you, if it be your pleasure ” 
Let him come in,'" she answered Don Inocencio, 
Highworth, is one of the Senators of the White party, to 
which we belong He was an old friend of my husband's " 
‘‘ ShaU I not go ^ Hi asked 
No, stay, it's very good for you," Rosa said 
Don Inocencio was a little pale man with a habit of 
mflatmg his cheeks , when he did this, he looked more 
important than at other times He held a roll of paper in 
his left hand , he had very nice manners and spoke m 
Enghsh on findmg Hi there He was in a state of some 
agitation 

“ My dear lady," he said, I have come all this way, m 
a great hurry, because of the importance of the occasion 
The man has been permitted and permitted till he has 
presumed and presumed , but now he has outstepped all 
bounds , he has, if I may say so, without inelegance, burst, 
like the frog m the fable " 

76 
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** Who has burst without inelegance ^ '' Rosa asked 
„ Do tell us Could he do it agam, publicly ^ 

He has done it publicly,” Don Inocencio said " It 
cannot be done twice in a civihsed country ” 

Who IS this ^ ” Donna Emiha asked I do not quite 
undeistand ^ Has there been some accident ^ ” 

I thought that at first,” Don Inocencio answered '' I 
thought at first, this is not genume , this is a ruse or tuck, 
designed by an aiemy It would be a skilled thiust, though 
that of s, devil, to lead people to suppose that this came 
fiom our enemy Then I thought, no, this thmg is too 
mad to be anything but genume , no counteifeit would be 
so crazy ” 

But what IS it, Don Inocencio ? ” 

‘‘ Have you not read the proclamation ? ” 

A proclamation , which , what proclamation ^ ” 

There is at present only one, which will be historical 
This IS it, this scroll They started to put this upon the 
walls at the time of the siesta , it is now e\ erj^where , can 
it be that you have not seen it ^ 

No , no, indeed ” 

Then I am a hunger of news Vthen I read it, I 
thought, this, if genuine, wiU be a landmark m om story 
I must have copies of this , so must Donna Emilia , there- 
fore I procured copies from the bill-stickers 
** You know that I am a collector of documents, which 
will go to my nephew , all things, especially documents, 

1 old enough, have romance , this will have much more 
than romance, being the cause, if I am not much mistaken, 
of great events m the near future We live in stirnng 
times. Miss Rosa You, Mr Ridden, will see great events, 
really great events, as the Blanco party reasserts its ideals 
Wait, now , for thj.s big document , I will display my wares 
upon this chair 

He puFeJ a chair towards him so that he could spread 
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the paper upon the back it was a yellow paper, printed in 
blunt, black type with a tall red heading 

^‘PROCLAMATION OF THE GOVERNMENT 

He glanced at the faces of his audience for some expression, 
which he did not find 
“ What,” he said, ‘‘ no comment ^ ” 

“ None,” Rosa said “ Mother and I cannot read well 
without our glasses ” 

“ And I,” Hi said, cannot read Spanish very fluently 
yet In fact, I can only get as far as ‘Government 
“ Perhaps, Inocencio,” Donna Emilia said, “ you wJl 
be so kind as to read it for us ” 

“ Certainly,” he said, “ I will read it aloud only I must 
warn you, that its contents are not such as are usual, I will 
not say m a proclamation, but in print of any kind To 
begm with, it is, I must warn you, from first to last a print of 
the last blasphemy of madness ” 

The listeners did not answer this, but looked and felt 
uncomfortable 

“ WiU you not read, then ^ ” Donna Emilia said at 
last Don Inocencio began to read aloud He bent 
a httle over the paper, so that he might read , he beat 
time with his left hand, m a pumj^ng stroke, to mark his 
cadence He began as follows — 

“ This,” he said, ” is his preludium or exordium 

PROCLAMATION OF THE GOVERNMENT. 

Forasmuch as I, Don Lopez de Meruel, King, 
Emperor and Dictator of Santa Barbara, am convinced 
of my divinity and of my oneness with God Know 
all men, that henceforth, throughout this my heaven 
of Santa Barbara, I assume the style and name of 
God, with the titles of Thrice Holy, Thnce Blessed, 
Thrice Glorious 
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What do you make of that > he said, for a 
beginnmg ? '' 

The man is mad,’' Rosa said 
" It IS blasphemy unspeakable,” Donna Emiha said 
I tremble lest fire descend on us ” 

“ This IS nothing to what follows,” Don Inocencio said 
” I will read on The lest is incredibly much worse But 
the rest, I, for one, rejoice at It continues thus 

I therefore, thy God, decree, that henceforth my 
mortals worship and sacrifice to me in all churches, 
chapels and places of worship whatsoever , that all 
prayer, praise, worship and adoration, with all hymns, 
psalms and spiritual ejaculations of whatever kind, be 
henceforth addressed to me, whether in public or in 
private, I, thy God Lopez, decree it 
Likewise thy God decrees (and in reading this, Donna 
Emilia, I ask pardon of my Maker) thy God decrees, 
that all other Gods, saints and suchlike, hitheito 
worshipped in this my Heaven, such as (heie he writes 
m a way that cannot be quoted) shall be cast aside, 
their images defaced, their altars defiled and their 
rituals omitted, upon pain of death 
Furthermore, thy God decrees that my image be 
placed in all churches and m all chapels of churches, 
wheresoever there be an altar , and that instead of the 
services hitherto used at such places, a service to me 
- only shall be used, with the title the Red Mass to God 
Lopez, the Thrice Holy 

And thy God decrees, that at the mention of thy 
God, at His passing, at His commg, upon His feast 
days, as at the passing of His pnests and in the presence 
of His decrees, all My people, without exception, shall 
cry, Blessed be God Lopez, and shall sign the mark of 
thy God, a circle and a dot, upon breast and head 
Lopez, Thrice Glorious, Thnce Blessed, Thrice Holy 
All who mfrmge This My Decree, m Thought or 
Word or Deed, shall suffer Death 
From My Heaven m Plaza Verde, 

O LOPEZ GOD LOPEZ. O 
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That/* Don Inocencio said, is our rulei*s pioc^amation 
in this year of grace What do you think of it ^ 

Rosa ^^ent to the paper to lead some pi lu ting at the foot 
It IS genuine/* she said '' It is printed at the palace 
press ** 

I believe it to be genume,** Don Inocencio said 
Donna Emilia ciObsed herself for the third time she 
spoke with some difficulty 

'' Did you say, Inocencio, that you rejoice, at this procla- 
mation ^ *’ 

I do,** he said, smeerely, Emilia, I do We have 
been for far too long apathetic now this outrage wiU 
rouse us from sleep it may be our salv^,tion as a nation 
We ourselves are m some measuie responsible for this 
madness We have connived at madness m the palace 
too long he takes advantage of our supineness to seize 
us by the throats Now there can be but one answer ** 

'' Saiely,** Donna Emilia said, a vengeance of Heaven 
will fall upon a man hke that ** 

'' Our Cahgula wiU not long survive his decree,** Don 
Inocencio said '' Oui old days of the Blancos will begin 
again ** 

“ What will people do ? ** Hi asked 
They will do much,** Don Inocencio said ** For a 
begmnmg, the priests are already leadmg then young 
men to tear down these placards In the New Town, 
a priest known to me was gathering the fraternity of his 
pansh as I passed by on my way here The week will see 
Don Lopez out of his palace ** 

“ I wonder,** Rosa said 
** Wonder what, dear ^ ** her mother asked 
Whether this follows on what Chacon told me half an 
hour ago The Hmestrosa creature escaped in some way 
The Reds must know by this time that the Whites are 
planning somethmg This is their counter-stroke/* 
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** Let lib at least be thankful that Gen«.idl Chavezs must 
be in the city by this time 

I thmk he must he” Don Inocencio said ' Peihaps it 
IS too early for General Chavez to be here, or indeed to be 
already on his way, but pieparmg to be on his way, 
that, yes, we might declare with confidence Un- 
doubtedly, he is preparing to be on his way, to, how 
shall we put it ^ to draw the swoid of outraged religion '' 
Thank God tnat we may think that,'* Donna Emilia 
said We know, that however indolent Luis may be, 
he is gieat enough to overcome his mdolence when his 
country calls " 

“ I don't think so, mother," Rosa said “ I don't think 
he is His country has called ever since the last election 
What has he done ^ He has been at home distiUmg 
liqueurs and trying to g^ow Pommard grapes " 

“ And why not ^ " Don Inocencio said Tims the 
gieat Roman patriots were emplo5/ed when their countiy 
cried to them They were on their farms, pruning their 
vines, or ‘binding faggots,' as I think Horace puts it, 

‘ at the bidding of a Sabine giandmother ' But when their 
country called, they aiose , exchanging, as someone sa>s, 
the service of the rustic god, whose name I forget, for that 
of Mars Besides, Luis Chavez is a soldier He needs 
the opportunities of the soldier, attack or defence, rather 
than those of the debater and mtriguei " 

" I do not think tnat he is a solider any more than he is 
a statesman," Rosa said “ He is a self-indulgent, indolent 
country gentleman, who loves his garden and his book 
“ I have knovm Luis Chavez for a great many years, 
Rosa," her mother said “ You are not just to him He 
lb a good man If he be not hasty, it is because he is wise 
He weighs situations before he decides He asks God's 
duection before he acts I think that we ought all now to 
orav that he mav be diiected to act wisely now 
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“ Before we do that, mother,” Rosa said, “ we really 
ought to send into the town for Carlotta She has not yet 
returned There is a good deal of noise m the town , 
hsten to that There may be noting or shooting ” 

" Let me go,” Hi said 

" I thought I heard the horses,” Donna Emiha said 
" There are no horses ” 

" Theie is a noise though,” Hi said “ There is shouting 
Someone is shoutmg and commg along the road ” 

Rosa was sittmg beside Hi She clutched his arm as 
though she wished to crush it He felt her tremble or 
thrill like a taut guy suddenly stiicken 
“ Hi,” she whispered, “ is it rioters m the road, mobbmg 
her ? ” 

“ No, no,” Hi said, ” it sounds hke a man crying news ” 
“ Listen,” Don Inocencio said 
“ It is only one 1-0106,” Hi said 
” Yes, it is only one voice ” 

“ Have you town-cners here ? ” Hi asked 
” It is a newspaper seller crying some special edition,” 
Don Inocencio said Pablo, the mayor domo appeared, 
with mat 6 for Don Inocenao 
“ Pablo, IS this shouter in the road a newspaper seller ? ” 
Donna Emdia asked 

"Yes, Senora He announces some murder” 

" Cause Fehpe to procure ^a copy of the paper for me, 
will you, Pablo ’ ” Don Inocencio asked 
“ I will, Senor ” 

When Pablo had gone, Don Inocencio rose, with a 
look of great importance 

, “ It is quite clear to me,” he said “ Judgment has 
overtaken the blasphemer already Some deliverer has 
stncken Lopez m the moment of his blasphemy I knew 
that our nation did but sleep ” 

" I trust that no such thmg as that has happened,” Donna 
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Emilia said “Of all the temble things, to be flung 
suddenly into death is the most ternble , and for one to die 
in the very utterance of blasphemy is what no enemy could 
wish ” 

“ One cannot thmk of him as a blasphemer, mother,” 
Rosa said, “ but as a poor madman And if some other poor 
madman has mak’d him siccar, I don’t think one should 
examine the ways of Providence too cnticaUy ” 

" It would be hke the slaymg of the Philistme,” Don 
Inocencio said “ Another David has arisen ” 

" Carlotta has not letumed, mother,” Rosa said “ I 
thmk Fehpe ought to go to enquire what is happening ” 

“ May I go ’ ” Hi asked 

“ She has Manuel with her,” Donna Emiha said “ It 
may well be that thf trams are stopped In these crises 
they often put embargo on the trams Manuel wfll have 
taken her to her brother’s at Medmas ” 

" Well, won’t you let me go, to make sure for you ” 
Hi asked 

Pablo entered with the newspaper, which he gave to Don 
Inocencio Hi noticed that Pablo looked much shaken 
and that he said somethmg m a very low voice as he 
gave the paper Plamly somethmg ternble had happened 
Don Inocenao opened the paper with a tremblmg pair 
of hands , he looked suddenly deflated Pablo left the room 
softly closmg the door Don Inocenao turned very white, 
sat down hurnedly and dropped the paper 
“ What is it, Inocencio ? ” Emiha said 
“ Not Carlotta ^ ” 

“ No, no, no, no,” Inocencio said “ Chavez General 
Chavez has been murdered ” 

“My God Lms? But how?” 

“ It tells httle ‘ We gneve to announce the temble 
news, that General Lms Chavez was assassmated by a 
rufhm, at the station of Aguas Dulces, at half-past two 
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this afteinoon, while waiting for the tram to Santa Barbara, 
where he was expected to speak m Congress to-night The 
mmdeiei has been arrested 
My God 

“ And wnere is Cailotta ^ '' Rosa ciied She is in the 
city all this while Is she, too, in the hands ol the Red 
murdeiers ^ 

God m Heaven forbid, cnild '' 

“ Theie are her horses,*' Hi said lhat is the Jingle 
of their silver , they are almost at the door ** 

Let us come down, then, to meet her *' 

The> found her chaise and hoises at the door Carlotta 
was not there 

Were you in time for the Meruel tiain ^ ** Donna Emilia 
asked the diiver 

** Yes, Schora, in good time,* the man said Aitei- 
waids, the tram being gone, on heaiing of rumouis, the 
Senorila drove to Medinas, whence she sends this letter *’ 

'' Thank you,** Donna Emiha said You had better 
stable youi horses, then ** As the man drove to the stables, 
Donna Emilia opened the letter, and dropped the envelope, 
wh ch Hi picked up (and kept) She has gone to Miguel's,*' 
Donna Emilia said Miguel is her brother, Highwoith 
Miguel thinks she haa better stay thcie foi the present " 
Wisely decided," Don Inocencio said " And I will 
now take my leave, since I must go to the Circle, to see 
Hermengildo before the House to-night Let me drive 
you, Mr Ridden, smee I pass your hotel '* 

^ ^ ^ ma iisi Hit 

While they waited m the diive for the calechc a paity 
ol Pitubas, under a negio who wore a gieen feathei m his 
nat, rode up to them He saluted Rosa, and presented 
a warrant Rosa read it, called Pablo, and gave faun some 
directions Pablo led the troops to the stables, fiom which 
they removed all the hoises, lucludmg Cailotta’s ttain 
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The Senator's horse, being old, they left When they had 
seemed these horses, they rode off with them to another 
Whi+e house further down the bay 

** They're taking the horses,” Rosa explained They 
always begin by taking our horses That's the first danger 
sign ” 

But good heaven,” Hi said ‘‘ Wliy ? ” 

" * Military reasons,’ they say in then warrant , but the} 
really mean, so that the Whites shall not communicate 
with each other ” 

Will you get tnem back > ” 

No, probably not You see, they’ve only gone to the 
White house down the bay , not to those two Red houses 
This may make you understand our local politics a little 
It shows you Santa Barbara as she is It isn’t the Paradise 
it looks, IS it ^ ” 

“ It’s got angels in it,” he said 
Hi,” she said, I’m so anxious about her ” 

She IS safe at her biothei’s, surely ^ ” 

She ought not to ha^e gone there ^ ” 

** Why ever not ^ ” 

I don’t know, but she ought not I knew it when I saw 
the chaise had not brought her She has done the wrong 
thing ” 

I will take a note to her if you like,” Hi said, and 
bring her back here, too, if she wishes ” 

'' She won’t come back here,” Rosa said ” Nor could 
she, after daik, with these patrols in the streets , but if 5=^ou 
will take a letter for me, I shall be grateful The de Leyvas 
live outside the West Gate, off the Anselmo Road, in a part 
called Medinas ” 

" Medinas Close is where my old murderer hves,” Hi said 
“ There are fearM rookeries close to the palace,” Rosa 
said They are all owned by the de Le3rvas ” 

She wrote a letter, which she gave to Hi to take 
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“ If she wants to send any message,” Hi said, “ of course, 
I will bring it back at once ” 

" Hi,” she said, “ you really are a dear ” She caught 
him by the neck and kissed his forehead 
"Somewhat rougey,” Hi thought, as he mopped his 
brow, while he drove with Don Inocencio “ But an 
awfully good-hearted sort, Rosa ” 

The drive to the hotel was interesting , Hi had never 
before seen a city in a state of excitement The newsboys 
were crying special editions , parties of men and boys 
were marching to drums and fifes under Red banners, 
certam shops, which did not display Red colours, were 
having their wmdows broken On the water-front a 
guardia warned Don Inocencio and his driver that the 
Martial Law was proclaimed, and that all carnages were to 
be off the streets by eight o'clock “Bad, bad," Don 
Inocencio muttered “ I know not which of us will escape 
such nets " He left Hi at his hotel 
Here Hi found two envelopes waiting for him The first 
contamed a printed card from Roger Weycock, askmg him 
to attend a special meeting of the English in Santa Barbara, 
at the Club, at seven o'clock that evening , the second 
contained a similar card, with a few words written m pencil 
by Allan Winter “Don't go to this Keep clear of 
politics here — W" The cards had been hurriedly 
printed, probably as soon as the proclamation had appeared 
the ink on them was still moist 
“Wmter was nght," Hi thought “Weycock is m 
with the Reds, trying to turn English opinion that way 
He's organising this meeting for that end But Winter's 
nght , we ought to keep clear of politics here , I won't go 
But all the same, I am ]olly well a White in this business, 
and I'll help the Whites all I can By George, I suppose 
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those devils, the Reds, could arrest me for canymg 
letters ” 

He ^ ^ 4: :{( He 

The sun was setting when he drove off in a caleche for 
the de Le3rv'a house at Medinas On his way, he saw scenes 
between parties of Reds and Whites which made him wonder 
at the strength of the feelings between them Killing 
Chavez and claiming to be God did not rouse this,” he 
thought “ This hate has been simmering for years , this 
is only the boiling over ” 

At the West Gate, a Red patrol was stopping the traffic 
for examination^before permittmg it to pass , its officer 
turned back a carnage which had been trundhng in front 
of Hi for some minutes He then came forward to question 
Hi, found that he was English and allowed him to proceed 
He did this, as Hi thought, grudgingly, in a way which made 
him wonder, whether the English were as much loved as 
his father had always said 

Beyond the gate, the Anselmo road was a narrow street 
from which narrow courts opened Street and courts 
swarmed with people, all talkmg at the tops of their voices, 
but above all the talkmg the harsh bellow of public orators 
m praise of violence sounded The place stank of mice, 
sweat, fned fish and damp washing Hi called to the 
driver Is this Medmas ^ ” 

“ Medinas, si,*' the driver said 

Little boys clambered on to the caleche, asking for 
** Frencha penny Ingles penny ” A fat, pale-faced 
young man hopped on to the step and poised there while 
he made his proposals 

** You want to see the sights ? ” he said I be your 
guide I show you very funny sights I show you not 
the usual sort of thing You hke a nice cock-fight, no ^ 
You hke a quail-fight, no^ See now, I take you to a 
special thing, not many knows about, a good dog-fight. 
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There now, only three dollar Well, I take you to a special 
thing to-night, something you never see, perhaps ever 
agam No ? Well, you go to dam prayer-meeting, see > 
dam prayer-meetmg ” 

He swung off to seek for a client elsewhere The caleche 
passed from the narrows mto a broader space, went under 
an old archway of withenng red and yellow plaster and came 
out into an avenue of palms ht by electric light Turning 
from this through an ilex grove it stopped at the de Leyva 
palace 

Hi was admitted into a gieat cool hall built of white 
Otorm marble All round it and against its columns were 
the stands of the de Leyva armour, some of which had 
marched in the Conquest Carlotta joined him almost at 
once , he gave her the letter 

" I thought that perhaps you would bring a letter,” she 
said ‘‘ I suppose Rosa wants me to go back to hei ? Mv 
brothel is against that ” 

" I hope,” Hi said, “ I do hope that Don Manuel will 
not be attacked by these Reds ” 

“ He IS far away by this time ” 

Hi felt that he had said a tactless thing, even to 
suggest that Don Manuel might be attacked, so he 
added 

" I should pity the man who attacked Don Manuel ” 

" It IS nice of you to say that. Hi,” she said 
“ Did he see the proclamation, or hear of the murder, 
before he started «' ” Hi asked 

“ No Rosa tells me that his captive, the Hmestrosa, 
has been rescued ” 

" Yes ” 

“ What do you think of my country ? ” 

" It’s produced you and Don Manuel and Donna Emilia,” 
he said " I thmk it’s a marvellous country ” 

" It may be marvellous, if it turn now ” 



ODTAA 89 

" It wjU turn,” he said " No nation will stand that 
proclamation ” 

“ If a nation be only mad enough, it will stand anythmg,” 
she said 

" I hope,” Hi said, “ that Don Manuel will find his 
mother better, when he gets there ” 

" I fear that there is little hope of that,” she said " A 
telegram came here he can hardly see his mother 
ahve agam ” 

“lam sorry to hear that ” 

“ Others are not so sorry,” she said, m a strange voice 
He looked at her with a rush of understanding that she was 
standmg alone, through her love of Don Manuel 

“ Oh, but they must be,” he said 

“ Sorry ? ” she said " Alas, they are thankmg God 
that my lover is out of the way at this tune You do not 
know the Whites how broken we are into chques My 
brother, a ^eat man m so many ways, dreads and hates 
my lover he thinks hun too dangerous he wants Bazan 
to lead the party If Manuel were here now, Bazan would 
not stand for five mmutes Then, I suppose, my brother 
would challenge Manuel to a duel So, if I bnng Manuel 
back, I break with all I have loved m the past ” 

" But you wiU bnng him back,” Hi said 

She looked at him m a way which he never forgot , but 
she did not answer 

“ Let me go and bnng him back for you," Hi pleaded 
“ Of course, I’m only a boy, but I’ll go like a shot I’ll 
take any message you hke Do let me I’ll never be any- 
thing agam aH my life, probably, except ]ust a planter But 
just this once let me nde for you I only saw you for the 
first time this mommg , but you don’t know what you are 
to me m my life, I mean you I mean, just there 
bemg such a person Of course, you’re sick of men saymg 
this to you Miss de Leyva, will you let me go ’ ” 

G 
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“ Carlotta will not let you go,” she said, “ I’m sure 
Miss de Leyva won’t But I cannot bring Manuel heie, 
agamst my brother’s prayers, even if I would, from his 
mother’s death-bed But there is one thing which I wish 
you would do for me take a note from me to Rosa ” 

“ Of course. I’ll gladly take a note,” he said, " and bnng 
back an answer ” 

“ There will be no answer You wiU just have time to 
leave the note and get back to your hotel before the streets 
are cleared ” 

While she wrote the note, Hi thought of a suggestion 
"I say,” he said “Quite apart from calhng Don 
Manuel here, there is some point m lettmg him know the 
news and telhng him not to come Couldn’t you let me 
do that for you ? ” 

“ You’re very determmed. Hi,” she said “ But you 
must stay in Santa Barbara and keep out of our 
pohtics ” 

“ But why ? You will have to send someone ” 

“ I will not send you, Hi ” 

“ Why not ? Have you anybody better ? ” 

“ There could not be anybody better, nor as good , 
but this IS not a thmg I could let you attempt Do you 
know, that if the Reds were to find you doing this you 
might be expelled the coimtry, or even shot ” 

“ For takmg a message ? ” 

“ That counts as spying m time of war ” 

“Who would know that I was taking a message? 

I should just be an Enghsh tourist That settles it I’ll 
go off and get a horse and start at once and find him and 
tell him ” 

" No, no,” she said “ It is impossible ” 

" Because I’m a boy and don’t know Spanish ? " 

No, no, mdeed, she said, “ but because we want you 
to settle here Become a citizen later, if you wish, but. 
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until then, you must avoid our troubles Now here is my 
note to Rosa, if you will deliver it ” 

It was very dun m the hall away from the tapers on the 
writing table There were amphorae full of sweet-smelhng 
shrubs He could see her face and hands against the 
darkness of the leaves her head seemed crowned by white 
flowers She switched on some hghts so that the bq1| 
seemed suddenly full of armed men 
“ WiH you give me a spng of those flowers ? " he asked 
" Wilhngly ” She broke a spray for him 
“ What IS the flower ’ ” 

" Hermosita ” 

“ May I ever see you again ? ” 

“ Of course Come to-morrow to lunch you must 
meet my brother ” 

" Oh, thank you I’ll bnng back an answer from 
Rosa, if she sends one Anythmg that I can ever do for 
you will always be absolute happmess , you know that, 
don’t you ’ " 

“Thank you. Hi” 

She gave him her hand, m the foreign fashion, to kiss 
he was grateful for this A clock chimed for half-past 
seven “ You must go,” she said, “ you haven’t much 
time ” 

* « « « * 4c * 

His caleche jolted him back through Medinas, which was 
now ht for the night from its many wmdows He saw it as 
a dartmg of children and a simkmg of men, amid a noise of 
babies squalhng, men singmg and women screaming A 
gas-lamp at a comer of a lane ht the words on a wooden 
direction post. To Medmas Close , he could just see a ht 
space surrounded by decajmg old black houses, seven or 
mne storeys high " So that is where ’Zeke hves,” he 
thought. " I’fl go to see the old man as I come back to- 
morrow ” 
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There was delay m getting through the gates, in spite of 
his pleading that he was Engh^ He dehvered his letter 
to Rosa, learned that there was to be no answer, and then 
drove off (his dnver in a hurry) to reach the hotel before 
eight o’clock On coming to the gate on his way back, 
he had some trouble with the guard Unfortunately it was 
not the guard which had passed him through ten minutes 
before. The sergeant of this guard was a mulatto (with an 
Insh accent), who was very rude and smelt of aniseed 

“ You damned Enghsh,” he said “ What’s stoppmg ye 
staymg m your homes ’ I suppose ye’re ate up by your 
hce, and think ye can scrape them off on us Well, get 
through and be damned to ye and obey the proclamation 
another tune ” 

The hotel people opened their doors grudgmgly to him 
They gave him a tasteless supper m the lU-ht, frowsy dinmg- 
room, from which all the hfe had gone , everybody seemed 
to have gone to bed He humed through thp meal and 
then went up to his bedroom 

Here, in bed, he went over the evaits of the day with 
a great deal of relish 

“ I have had a day,” he thought “ I have never enjoyed 
a day so much She is beautiful, she is marvellous, and 
to-morrow I shall see her agam Oh, my God, she is 
beautiful ” 

He kept repeatmg this as he thought of her image with 
praise and blessmg he could not sleep at first because of 
her At a httle before midnight some nfles were fired m 
the streets 

“By George, nfles,” he thought “ I say, this is the 
heart of hfe ” The firmg, whatever it was, stopped after 
a couple of mmutes In the quiet which followed, perhaps 
not long after twelve, he fell asleep 
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W HEN he had slept for nearly a watch, he was 
wakened by a tickmg as though the wmd were 
shaking a slat in a Venetian bhnd As the noise 
continued, he sat up, thmkuig, “ Here is the breeze I’ll 
have to shut my window ” 

He realised, then, that the noise was from the door It 
was a httle hght tickmg noise, not unhke the gnawing of 
a mouse, except that it never varied nor grated 
"It’s only a death-watch,” he said "No, it’s the 
breeze, rattlmg the door I’ll jam it up with a piece of 
paper ” He turned out of bed and groped m the dark for 
the cover of his paper-backed novel “ I'll wedge it up 
with this,” he thought He tore off the cover and folded 
it mto a wedge 

"By George,” he thought, suddenly, with a leaping 
heart " It isn’t the door rattlmg, it’s somebody knock- 
ing” 

It was no doubt somebody knockmg, but with a special 
secret midnight knock which might awaken him but alarm 
no other person on the comdor / 

" By George,” he thought, " somebody’s tappmg with 
finger-nails This is romance, by George I’ll have to be 
jolly careful now, or very hkely I’ll have my throat cut 
Who can be knockmg ? ” 

He could not thmk who would be knockmg, but he 
did not for one moment think that it was a woman come 
for love of him He was not tightened 'The knodcmg 
was of a piece with the romance of the day before. It gave 
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him a thriE of delight to think that the knocker might be m 
peril and the knock a wanung to himself 
" Why not ? ” he thought " I’m a foreigner here, as 
weE as a heretic Why shouldn’t there be a sort of 
Bartholomew massacre beginnmg ? ” 

He crept to the door The key was m the keyhole , he 
couid see nothing there but darkness By the fanhght, he 
could tell that the corridor beyond was almost pitch dark 
'The knocker paused, as though he had heard the creak of 
his approach 

" Who IS there ” Hi whispered “ Who is there ^ ” 

To his amazement, Rosa answered hun 
" It IS I, Rosa Rosa Piranha Open, Hi , open quick ” 
He opened the door swiftly yet silently , Rosa 
ghded m 

“ It’s only me. Hi,” she whispered “ I thought I’d 
never make you hear Lock the door, lock it, but don’t 
make a sound Oh, my God, my God ” 

“ I’ll strike a hght,” he said “ Whatever is the matter ? 
I’ll have a light m a mmute ” 

“ No hght,” she said " Don’t strike a hght We mig ht 
be seen from outside ” 

" I must get you a hght,” he whispered, “ or you’ll be 
falling over thmgs, and rousmg the house ” 

He struck a match he had a glimpse of Rosa dressed 
as a peon with a sombrero jammed over her eyes 
" I’E sit on the bed,” she whispered ” Put the match 
out. Hi” 

He put out the match , she sat on the bed and began to 
shudder tiE the bed quaked As he did not know what 
to do, he did nothmg He stood weE away from Rosa, 
wajtiag for her to speak 
*' Good old Rosa,” he said at last 
" Yes, good old Rosa," she said with a giggle , then she 
tmnbled until ^e began to sob 
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"Good Lord, Roba,” he said, “pull yourseli together 
Good Lord, what is it ? What has happened ? ” 

" Those devils, Hi They’ve got Cailotta ’’ 

“ \¥hat devils ’ The Pitubas ? ’’ 

“Yes At least, I don’t know if they weie Pitubas 
Anyhow the Reds have got her ’’ 

“ But I saw her after seven o’clock ’’ 

“ They arrested hci at ten They got her brother, too 
They’re rounduig up all the Whites A peon of the de 
Leyvas came to us to teU us They shot at him, but he got 
away Hi, they’ve put hei mto pnson The Reds have 
put Carlotta into pnson ’’ 

“ Good Lord But, hang it, Rosa, they’ve got no case 
agamst her They’ll certainly let her out m the mommg ” 
“ But Lopez has gone mad. Hi We don’t know what is 
happenmg ’’ “■ 

“ But good Lord It’s four o’clock m the morning , 
more How on eaith did you get in ? Look here, is there 
anythmg that I can do ? ’’ 

" They’ve got her in their pnson on a chaige of resistmg 
authority, or being deemed to be the associate of those 
plannmg to resist authority The peon heard her deny the 
first charge The of&cer said that he should arrest her on 
the other' And they may shoot her, Hi ’’ 

" Shoot Carlotta > Never ’’ 

" They may ’’ 

" Oh, hang it Rosa.” 

“ This isn’t England, Hi, but a place where we hate , you 
don’t know how we hate Mother cannot stand these 
shodcs, but I had to wake her and tell her. She said at 
once, ‘ We must get word through to Manuel ’ ” 

Here she stopped at a homble memory. 

" Go ahead,” Hi said 

" This isn’t like England, Hi,”» she said “ Twice, even 
in my hfe-time, Whites and Reds have made it dangerous 
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lOi each other So we make arrangements and codes for 
messages We had one of our boys, Estevan Osmena, 
sworn to take a message m case of need We roused hun 
up Our horses were gone, as you saw , the horses are 
always the first thmg they take, but we sent him off to 
where he could get a horse I thought nobody saw 
him go ” 

Here she stopped to tremble tiU the bed seemed to giggle 
at her 

“ Go on,” Hi said, ” cheer up and go on ” 

“ About two hours ago,” she said, “ when we had all gone 
back to bed, a patrol rode up to the house and summoned 
mother to open the door I said that she was too ill, but 
that I would open So I ht up and opened There was the 
mulatto, Zarzas, with some Pitubas He said, ‘ This is for 
you ’ He gave me Estevan’s hand, cut off at the wnst, 
with mother’s letter pmned to it He said, ‘ This is the 
Dead Letter Post , the White letter comes back Red 
I would recommend you send no more ’ 

” Then I had to serve him and his men with drmks, of 
course , he called it ‘ postage for mi dn ight dehvery ’ ” 

" Then they had killed your groom ^ ” 

” Yes ” 

" I say,” Hi said " But hold on a mmute. I’ll ]ust 
dress, if you’ll excuse me But tell me, how did you pass 
the patrols and the gates ? ” 

“ Market people can always pass m the early mommgs 
I brought m a basket of fl.owers hke a gardener’s peon 
You remember Manuel said at lunch that there was a way 
mto this hotel at the back I came m by that I knew 
your floor and room But I nearly died of terror when I 
heard the negroes at their gamblmg ” 

“ I don’t wonder But I say you have got some pluck ” 
'* Oh, Hi, forgive me,” she said, “ but you’re the only 
person I can think of Will you take the news to M^iuel ? " 
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“ Why, of course I will, Rosa I wanted to last night 
but Carlotta wouldn’t let me I’U go lilce a shot ” 

She fell upon her knees and kissed his hands, calling upon 
God and the samts to bless him 
“That’s all right, Rosa,’’ he said “That’s all nght 
We’ll save her ’’ 

“ This devil, Lopez, is gomg to wipe out the Whites,’’ 
she said 

“ Not he,’’ Hi said “ Don’t you think it, Rosa ’’ 

“ What IS to stop him "> We’re all m his power ’’ 

"Not you,’’ Hi said “He’s done something wicked 
and stupid, which won’t prosper , you’ll see it won’t Now 
about getting to Manuel I don’t know a word of Spanish, 
except Dios and si and the oaths those sailors told me 
Where can I get a horse, to begm with ? I suppose all the 
hvery stables will be closed ? ’’ 

“ You’!! get no horse here ’’ 

" Even though I’m Enghsh ? ’’ 

“No This city is isolated No trains, no horses 
You’ll have to walk to a place called Anselmo, about fifteen 
miles from here ’’ 

“ You mean, out past the de Lejrvas’ place ’ That 
Anselmo > ’’ 

“ Yes There are two White brothers there, the Elenas, 
George and William, horse-breeders They will give you 
horses and put you in the way to get relays further west 
There are two ways of gettmg to Anselmo , one, by the 
road, past the de Leswas’ place, which you’d have to walk , 
the other is, to take a boat down the bay, nme or ten miles, 
to the place La Boca, where you could probably hire a 
horse or trap and nde or drive there ’’ 

“ How would I take a boat ? ” 

“ At the pier there are scores of market-boats Ask for 
Pedro Ruiz and ask him to take you to La Boca If Pedro 
isn't there, dozens of others will be, they’re mostly 
Itahans ’ 
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“ I’U make them understand,” Hi said " WiU thev let 
me" down the pier ? ” ^ 

Yes, if you aren't stopped beforehand ” 

“ The boat way seems the quicker,” he said " I'll try 
^e boat way But look here. Rosa, they’ll surely watch 
the boats for people trymg to get away ” 

TfZ7f’ “V old 

Enghsh murderer from Medinas ? He’d go hke a shot and 

you could trust him absolutely " 

That IS an idea. Hi I suppose he can nde ? ” 

He was a stable-lad in his youth He was even a 

once, of sorts, I think they said, but he was warned 

^for something or other I know he sounds awful, so 

‘4“ ta" “ “ 

Could he ranember a 

“ Yes ” 

“ AU he’U have to remember is, ‘ Reds have seized Car- 

SlitS ‘ 

“ He’ll have to know more than that,” Hi said ” He’U 

^P^o pt the horses out of these Elena pe^le^? 

" Our code word. Dorothea. wiU do that ” 

And suppose the Elenas aren't there ? " 

George or WiUiam must be there " 

« «S we'U fix It I say this is 
You are a bnck to come to me for this ” 

I you knew what I think of you for taking it as you 
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“None We’ve no telegraphs here, except along the 
railways, and no railway at all across the central provinces 
You’ll have to nde ’’ 

“ No means of telegraphmg to anyone, m code, or some- 
thmg of that sort ? It would save so much time ” 

“ The telegraphs are all under censorship, no message 
would be sent There’s no telegraph withm seventy 
miles of Encmitas, anyway ’’ 

“ It’ll be a long nde,’’ Hi said “ I wish I were more in 
trim for a long nde It wiU take three days ’’ 

“ Oh, Hi ’’ 

“ I might do it m two, with luck ’’ 

“ Oh, if you only can,’’ she said 
“ Now how about you ’’ 

“ I’ll be all nght ’’ 

“ I’m blest if you wiU be I’ll see you home ’’ 

“Oh, Hi, no” 

“Yes, Iwdl” 

“No, no. Hi I shan’t be stopped with my market 
basket and m this dress And by the Farola there is a 
short cut through the waste to our garden ” 

“ I’ll see you there, then I must I’ve got to ask you 
scores of things which I must know When you’re reason- 
ably safe. I’ll get to Medmas, see my murderer off, and 
then come back to the pier and yell for Pedro Ruiz ” 

“ Please God, the boats will be late this mormng,” she 
said 

“Why’” 

“ If they come early, they go early , there may be no 
boat for you ’ " 

“Gofly” 

“ There’s a lot to say ‘ Golly ’ about in this Repubhc ” 

“ There’s more m it than meets the eye,” he said. “ I 
suppose you’ve got no map of this aty ? ” 

“ No Why ’ ” 
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“ Can I get to Medmas from the pier without gomg back 
through the aty ? ” 

“ Yes, easily There’s a road from the Farola to Medinas, 
on the hne of the old aty ditch ” 

" AE right, then , that’s a weight off my chest Our 
mam task is to get out of this hotel to the pier if we can 
do that, we shall be fairly clear Will there be patrols on 
the roads outside the walls, or people on the watch at La 
Boca and Anselmo ? ” 

» Probably ” 

“ All nght,” he said, to cheer her “ We’ll fix them I 
suppose the Elenas wiH know some Enghsh ’ ” 

" Not much , but if you say Dorothea, to them, they’ll 
make your next course clear, even if they have to send a 
gmde with you ” 

“Good I think I’ve got it aH pretty straight All 
right I’m ready We’ll start, then Oh, but wait one 
minute I must get something out of my trunk ’’ 

Some hours before, when he had returned from Carlotta, 
he had pressed her spray of hermosita between two sheets of 
the hotel blottmg-paper, which he had then laid away m 
the trunk He now opened this precious packet, broke off 
a leaf from the spray, and placed it m his pocket-book , 
the rest he put back mto the trunk He then wrote a few 
words to the hotel propnetor 
“ I’m ready now,’’ he said “ I’ll leave t his note to say 
that I’m commg back, and want my room kept ’’ 

" Oh, Hi,’’ she said, “ I’ve brought no money ” 

“ I have got money enough,’’ Hi said, “ but I have not 
got a revolver Father wouldn’t let me take one I knew 
he knew nothmg about it Now we had better have a 
story m case we’re stopped We had better say that your 
mother wanted me and that you had come to fetch me. 
They couldn’t object to that Where is your market 
basket ? In the cellar ? ” 
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" No, in the hall ” 

“ We had better go out by the hall,” he said “ And I 
had better take no baggage Then they would ask no 
questions If I were caught going out with a bag, they 
would thmk I was shooting the moon I have got some 
handkerchiefs That’s enough ” 

“ What will they thmk of my market basket ? ” she said 
" They will thmk I have come to steal the hnen " 

” Leave it here,” Hi said 
“ But I must have it to pass the gates ” 

" Well, you can show that it’s empty,” he said '' We 
must chance it Come on ” 

They crept out mto the deserted comdor, where all was 
silent save for a snorer m one of the near-by rooms They 
crept to the stairs AU seemed silent on the landmg below 
On the next floor they heard a child wake up with a 
whimper The coarse voice of a nurse from one of the 
French-speakmg islands called “Chocolat” to quiet it 
As this failed she made a testy reproof and turned gruntmg 
out of bed 

AH seemed silent on the floor below Rosa touched 
Hi’s arm at the stairs 

“ There’s a night porter asleep there,” she said, " on 
that sofa on the landing ” 

“ He’s sound asleep," Hi said " Come on.” 

On the third step from the bottom the porter had left 
a small tray with glasses and a soda-water bottle Hi trod 
upon this, so that both he and it fell The glasses broke, 
the soda-water bottle rolled on to the broad uncarpeted 
steps which led to the ground floor It fell on to the first 
step, then on to the second, then on, step by step, making 
a noise hke “ Keblonk, Keblonk ” at each step Hi sat 
on the mat at the stair-foot m fits of laughW, Rosa 
stood beside him, g^ghng hystencally 
" Hark at the beastly thmg gomg ' Keblonk,’ ” he said, 
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With a httle tinkle the bottle rolled itself still The 
porter on the sofa sneezed suddenly and sat up 
“ Oh, for de Lord,” he said 
“ For de Lord,” Hi said 

He and Rosa clutched each other, shaking with laughter 
" Oh, you lovely angels, keep away the flies,” said the 
porter and settled hunself to sleep again 
“ Come along,” Hi whispered “ He’s asleep We must 
shde down the banisters of this flight Don’t kick old 
Keblonk as you pass ” 

All was dark on the ground floor, but far away some 
servant was already sweepmg This was the only sound 
save the occasional crackle m the wicker diairs, as though 
some ghost had sat down or arisen In front of them was 
the mam entrance of the hotel, a glass bamer, broad steps 
with deserted of&ces at each side, then the front doors A 
light was bunung m the of&ce to the left Hi stole forward 
upon tip-toe 

“ Ihe mght porter's asleep m the ofBtce,” he whispered 
' He stole through the glass doors and tned the front 
doors, which were locked and the key not there 
” The key’s gone,” he whispered 
“ It's m the office, I expect," she said 
He looked, but could not see it on the key hooks nor on 
the table 

“ It must be somewhere here,” she said 
" I expect he's got it m his pocket,” he whispered 
There came a httle flop upon the floor Rcsa had 
knocked off a time-table from the edge of the table. The 
man stirred m his sleep but did not wake 
1^5," K he's got It in his trouser pocket,” Hi whispered, ” or 
even m his side pocket, we're done ” 

'* Wdl, Hi,” ^e whispered, “ come on down Ihe back 
way throng the cellar. Besides, I have got to get my 
flower basket.” 
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" Oh, dash, I had forgotten the flower basket ” 

“ Hi,” Rosa said, ” there’s someone coming ” 

They edged out into the hall as some of the hall hghts 
went up A woman with a broom came along the comdor 
She took a good look at them, and Hi said, " It’s all right, 
thanks I’m English ” 

She seemed to think that it was not qmte all right She 
made a gesture to show Hi that he could rouse the porter 
“ Si, si,” Hi said, " but it’s absolutely all right, thanks ” 
" Are you lookmg for the key ? ” she asked m Enghsh 
" The key is here on this pahn ” 

She unhooked a key from one of the stubs of the palm 
tree, fitted it to the lock and opened the door She gave 
a searchmg glance at Rosa She closed the door beWd 
them on the mstant 

The breeze was coming m from the sea bitterly cold 
They looked up and down the deserted street They saw 
no sign of life except a cat on the other side of the road 
" Come on,” Hi said, “ down to the water-front ” 

In the darkness of the cross-roads a mounted pohceman, 
drawn mto the shadows, watched them approach without 
makmg a sign When they were withm a few yards of 
him he put his horse suddenly across their path 
“ It’s all nght I’m Enghsh,” Hi said 
The man seemed to have orders not to molest foreigners 
He drew his horse back and jerked with his hand for them 
to pass Perhaps it was a guilty conscience which made 
them thmk that he stared hard at Rosa Anyhow he let 
them pass 

On the water-front the tide of hfe had begun to flow to 
the quays Men and women were gomg to work that had 
to be done, whatever rebelhon came They saw the 
br^ht hght at the pier end 

“ It’s there,” Rosa whispered, " that the market boate 
come ” 
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Two men who were slouchmg m front of them paused to 
light agarettes They watched Hi and Rosa as they 
passed and made remarks evidently very offensive, which 
made Rosa catch her breath 
“ Come on Don’t stop,” Rosa whispered 
Colour was all over the eastern heaven and touchmg the 
upper roofs and spires 

“ Hi,” Rosa said, when they had gone a httle distance, 
"we shall never be able to do it I am seen to be 
a woman and there is a patrol m the streets stoppmg 
people ” 

“ Where ? ” 

“ There m front ” 

About a hundred yards m front of them there was an 
mterruption in the flow of people They could see the 
gleam of helmets beyond the blackness of the crowd, which 
grew greater as men and women flocked up to it P lainl y 
the pohce or troops were exammmg all who were gomg 
that way 

" Hi,” Rosa said, “ I can’t face the pohce m this dress 
It’s very siUy, but I shall famt ” 

“ Hold up,” Hi said “ It will be perfectly all right 
We wfll get down to that barge on the beach there and you 
can pm your cloak round you for a skirt ” 

Withm a stone’s throw from the water-front was a green 
barge, whidh Hi had noticed on the day of his lanHmg She 
was lymg on her bilge with the butts of her timbers stidong 
out like bones In the shelter of this wreck Rosa pinned 
-her cloak as a skirt and made her hat look less manly After 
this they marched mto the crowd, which closed up behmd 
them as others amved It was a silent crowd of men and 
women not fully awake One or two voices asked, " What 
are they stoppmg Us for ’ ” Some said, " Dc^ana,” or 
" Search of suspects," or " Search of the accursed Whites, 
the murderers ” 
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The hght grew upon the faces at each instant, the crowd 
gathered and the delay continued 
" What are they stopping us for ? ” 

“ Close up, brothers ” 

“ Who are you shoving ^ ” 

“ It’s not me that’s shovmg ” 

" This way for the harem Get your money ready ” 

" The whistle will be gone We shall be fined half a 
peseta ” 

“ What are they stoppmg us for ’ ” 

No one could answer that question 
Hi could make out that several tunes a mmute one or two 
people m front were allowed to pass on At every sudi 
passing the crowd surged forward till they were all jammed 
up together, feehng breathless and inchned to famt They 
could hear a kmd of catechism gomg on at the bamer, voices 
buUjnng and voices submissive 
“ Why c^'t they let us pass ^ What are they askmg ” 
The crowd was not to know why they were stopped 
After they had annoyed some hundreds of people with it, 
the pohce suddenly removed the bamer and told the people 
that they might get along out of it The crowd slowly 
surged forward among growls of “ Keepmg us waitmg all 
this time and m the end they didn’t want us Now we 
shall be fined a peseta for bemg late " 

They passed through the city gates, to the open space 
where the market folk had cheered the Piranhas the day 
before 

“ There is the pier. Hi,” Rosa said " I can get home 
through that waste piece, the old graveyard You go up 
that guEy to the nght, to Medmas ” 

" AE right Good luck I’E fetch Manuel ” 

“ God bless you. Hi ” 

" You, too My love to your mother And good ludk. 
And dhear up ” 

B 
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She nodded, not having more words , she turned out of 
the stream of workers into the old graveyard of the town 
and did not look back 

As Hi set off for Medmas, he looked back several times 
after her, tiU she had disappeared 

" She’s got some pluck,” he thought " I don’t think 
she’E be stopped now, gomg that way ” 

His own way led through a road which having once been 
the city ditch, was still a city dump and refuse pit under the 
walls On the left hand of the refuse were shacks and sties 
of wood, for pigs, cows, hoises and fowls , though men 
hved m them, too The road was an unpaven track m a 
kmd of gulley between the dump and the sheds It was in 
a mucky state at that tune from the recent rains and the 
habits of the market people It stank, it was littered with 
tms and stalks, rats were rummagmg among the garbage, 
and pariah dogs with the mange were scraping agamst the 
sides of the sties However, no men were abroad m it nor 
any sign of a patrol In about twelve minutes he was m 
Medmas 

For some mmutes he had noticed a glow upon the aty 
buildmgs, which he had thought to be the dawn He now 
foimd that it came from the red-hot sheU of what had been 
the de Le3rva palace, which had been burnt smce midnight 
A good many Medmas people were grubbmg m the embers 
for what they could find Others were carrying away what 
they had already found A heap of thmgs of all sorts, 
armour, pictures, marbles, bronzes, furniture, porcdam, 
curtams, clothes, cushions, musical mstruments, antiques, 
books and portfohos, which had been looted before the fire 
took hold, were being sold to all comers by a rufiSan with a 
big voice, who bellowed aloud his baigams, ]oked, tossed 
the money received to a guard of Reds, and often gave 
away what he could not readily seE He was m the art of 
selhng a bronze female torso when Hi came up Hi 
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noticed among the crowd the broad-faced picture-dealer 
who had been rude two days before on the water-front 
This man wmked at the auctioneer that the bronze should 
be set aside for him The auctioneer stopped his obscene 
remarks and laid it aside 

:ic 9fc * Sit i|e ife Si: 

Medinas Close looked marvellotis in that light of nearly 
dawn, helped out by dying lamps Its well of tall, mean, 
narrow tenements, built on a slope, about a triangle of 
grassless earth, needed some murderous half-hght to give 
it its quality At the entrance to the Close an imbecile 
woman, with the face of a corpse, held her hand for alms 
At the entrance of No 41, black as the mouth of a cave, two 
httle boys, who talked through their noses as though their 
throats were rotted away, were sharmg what they had 
stolen from the bummg Most of the Medmas tenants had 
been picking plums from that same snapdragon In the 
well of the Close were some chairs and other furniture which 
had been pitched down and smashed, because they would 
not readily go through the narrow doors 
“ On the third floor,'' Hi said to himself, ** the middle 
room of the three, if I don't have my throat cut on the 
way " He went mto that black cave, which stank of rat 
and mouse , he struck himself a hght so that he might see the 
stairs, and came at once on a woman and a man clasped at 
the stair-foot He saw the woman's eyes, like the eyes m 
a skull, The man detached himself from her , he stank of 
wme, she of musk " You like to see my sister ^ " he said, 
thickly to Hi 
« No " 

“ Three pesetas " 

« No" 

‘*Two pesetas" 

" No" 

" You hke to buy a nice watch, very cheap, very good ? " 



The woman, who had caught some glimpse of Hi, said 
something m a low voice, which made the man stand aside 
to let Hi pass to the next floor, where a man was beatmg 
his wife m the mtervals of a sermon The morning light 
gleamed a httle on to this landmg from a room which had 
no door Up above was the third floor, much darker, 
bemg ht only with a taper 

Some weeks before this a man had been murdered at 
the head of the stairs there The dwellers of 41, having 
scruples about the murder, had placed upon the wall a 
coloured pnnt of the Virgm,'to whom they ht a taper each 
night This taper now showed Hi the three doors of the 
landmg, he knocked gently on the middle door 
After knockmg a second time, he was aware of a tenseness 
in the room withm, though no one answered At a third 
knock, he felt, rather than heard, other doors m the tene- 
ment softly opened, while unseen eyes took stock of bnn 
Someone mside the room was movmg somethmg “ puttmg 
something under the bed,” he thought A board dropped 
with a clatter, then a chair (so it seemed) was jammed 
agamst the door from withm, then a woman’s cautious 
voice asked, ” Who is it ? ” 

“ Senor Rust,” Hi said, m a low voice, " Senor Rust " 
She did not let him m He heard her moving about 
mside, with queer httle chckmg noises as though she were 
snappmg on some pairs of stays (which mdeed she was) 

“ Senor Rust,” he repeated, ” Senor Rust ” 

Tlie lamp m the room, which had been turned down, 
now turned up , the door opened a httle , a short, sharp, 
elderly dwarf of a woman stared at him, and motioned him 
to come m He went mto a hot httle lamp-ht room, where 
'Zeke stood stock still, fumbhng with his hat, beside the 

bed The woman bolted the door carefully behmdhun She 

had a skin hke parchment, coloured hke old ivory She 
looked at him out of sharp, black, beady eyes which missed 
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nothing Her head trembled a httle , her long green ear- 
rmgs waggled and choked She looked like a gimlet about 
to pierce Hi knew, without any telhng, that he had come 
at a ticklish time, when the two were appraismg loot from 
the burmng His knock had been mistaken for the knock 
of the pohce Somethmg had been stuffed under the floor 
and a mat drawn over the place 'Zeke was now standmg on 
the mat 

The woman asked him m Spanish about his health, 
addmg that for her own part she asked nothmg better from 
God, smce she was ever better after the rams, which, as it 
was well known, drew away from the air we breathe many 
most pestilential vapours Hi rephed m Enghsh that he 
was afraid that he came at a very mconvenient time 
“ Rust," he said, “ could you take a message for me, and 
be away, perhaps, for some days ? ” 

“ Yes, Master Highworth,” 'Zeke said, *' I daresay ” 

“ Starting at once ^ ” 

“ Where would it be to. Master Highworth ’ ” 

" Could we speak out of doors somewhere ’ ” 

“ It’s a bit imsettled out of doors, sir We could shp 
mto the church for a bit ” 

" Let us go there, then ” 

'Zeke said somethmg with gestures to Isabella, who 
seemed suspicious and not well pleased She questioned 
'Zeke several times before she let them out She then 
followed him to the stair-head with questions, which 'Zeke 
put from him with gestures and ejaculations She was not 
satisfied with these rephes, because she went back to the 
room, growhng Glancmg upwards as he entered the Close, 
Hi saw her head and shoulders craned from the wmdow to 
see where they were gomg 

In the almost complete darkness of the church. Hi told 
'Zeke what was wanted 

“ I been to ’Camacion,” he said " It was there I went 
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with my biiE, where the rabbits were It was this Don 
Manuel owned my bull , only I didn’t go so much by land, 
as by sea, to Port ’Toche I know the way to Anselmo ' 
It’s by the Foxes Inn And I know the Mr Elenas at 
Anselmo, Mr George and Mr Wilham, only they don’t 
pronounce it like that They breed horses, the Mr Flpnoe 
" I did a job of work for the Misters Elenas one time 
You see, Mr Highworth, they got a stalhon one tima , 
my word, he were a horse, only he wasn’t what we would 
call a staJhon, you understand, bemg for draught Not 
a shire horse, neither, but one of they French sort, reahy 
‘ Whicker,’ he went, and ‘ Whicker,’ he went, oh, it was a 
treat to hear him down he would go and up he come 
and all in play, really only he hate his grooms, Mr High- 
worth, one after the other It was aU m play, really, only 
ey didn t understand him, that was what it was. reaUy 
You know he couldn’t abide velvet, this velvet stiff the 
grooms wear You’ve heard of the red rag to a bull ? WeU 
itwas the same with him, only velvet That was aU it was’ 

Wh^ I showed em, they left off this velvet, then he didn’t 

Md IS that aa I m to say to the Misters Elenas and to Mr 

Manuel, just Dorothea, and he's to come at once ^ '' 

» Jr ' ^ ^®ach Anselmo ? ” 

But IE get a horse out alon, 

“ It’s a tong way to Encamacion,” Hi said 

^ ^ ^ tJ^ese country 

ones that s got meat on the ribs ^ 

5'°“’ Beqde’s toe. 

Highworth, I’ll go hke your old grand- 
fa^er, and hke what the old gentleman, old Mr ]|dd^ 

‘ Thank you*” 
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“ I suppose it’s all nght. Master Highworth ? ” 

“ Yes, It’s all nght ” 

“ These foreigners aren’t hke us, most of the tune 
They got this devil-worship and aU sorts Now a man 
likes to know what’s what and that That’s only fair 
But it’s these yellow devils makes them not go above boaid 
They brought m the yellows to rule the whites , it’s that 
causes all the trouble ” 

“ That’s the cause of the trouble ” 

“ Well, I’E do my best, Mr Highworth ” 

“ Thank you I can’t thank you enough ” 

“ Nothing I hke better, really, than a bit of sport I 
was having difficulty, if you imderstand me. Master High- 
worth , but then first I met you and now comes this other 
job I never had so much luck at one time before, except 
that once at the races , and then I was cheated of it ” 

Hi gave him some money for expenses, thanked him and 
urged him to go 

“ Not by the door we came m by, Mr Highworth,” he 
said " That would never do Them that see you go m 
may watch for you out ” 

They were near the High Altar as he spoke The door 
by which they had entered the churdi was opened some- 
one crept mto the church Hi saw the snub-nosed profile 
of Isabella motionless for an mstant, while she sought m 
the darkness for her prey 'Zeke on the mstant plucked him 
through a curtam to a swing-door and thence to a lane 
“ We dodge the Close this way,” he said, “ and I’fl be 
back m a week or a bit better And that will be all right, 
Mr Highworth, and I thank you, sir. I’m sure, very 
kmdly And I wish you a happy Christmas, sir, though 
I know it’s a long time to wait ” 

He set ofi as he finished speakmg, m the shambhng 
run with much bending of the leg which old Bdl Ridden 
called “ the poachers’ trot.” Hi had often seen old men 
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of the ’Zeke kmd running m that way on winter mornings 
when ihe hormds moved off to covert He himself set off 
at once by the old city ditch to the pier it was almost 
full mommg He wondered whether there would be any 
boat for him 

He also wondered, with some misgivmgs, about poor old 
Ezekiel The phrase, “ He never had so much luck at 
one time before,” smote him to the heart It might not 
be much luck , it might be deadly , it certainly would 
be dangerous, to go off on this errand when the Reds were 
out “ I’ve taken hun from his wife, too,” he thought 
“ However, she’s no chicken ” As he went on, he wondered 
whether Isabella might not have seen, chased and caught 
her husband m which case the message would not go 
Or suppose the Foxes Inn proved too much for him ? “I 
must chance all that,” he thought " He’s as likely to get 
through as I am ” 

Thinkmg these thmgs, he came out of the ditch mto the 
colour and hfe of the racmg of the carts to market from the 
Farola, with fish and finnt These carts were hght, open 
lomes, each drawn by two horses, dnven by natives, who 
stood bare-armed, cloaked with coloured serapes, smgemg 
their hps with the sucked stubs of cigarettes across whidi 
they cursed their horses The workers scattered from 
before them as they raced The horses’ hooves struck 
fire, the drivers leaned on the rems, beat with their sticks, 
and screamed — 

“ Ar-re Ar-re, sons of malediction " 

" Accursed be thy fool mare of a mother ” 

" Dog of a Pablo, give room ” 

” Ay, ay, ay, we bnng fish mto the aty ” 

All the carts swayed mto each oilier yet did not touch 
They swerved together as the road narrowed for ihe |p.te 
and so disappeared Hi turned from the open plaza on 
to the pier It was then a few mmutes after six o’clock. 
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O N the pier, Hi found a scene of confusion and 
shouting, men and boys staggermg with boxes and 
baskets to carts , women urgmg them to hurry, 
or screammg at their children, or cursmg at the mules and 
horses carts were bemg backed and baskets dropped 
everybody was violent and abusive, not from ill-temper 
but exatement, for this race to market was the event of 
the day 

Hi thrust mto the midst of the crowd, treadmg on a htter 
of leaves, upon which the beasts had browsed AH that 
part of the pier was heaped with thmgs for the market, 
bimdles of hvmg fowls tied five and five by the legs, baskets 
of pigeons, geese from the sea marsh, musk melons, water 
melons, pumpkms, gourds and vegetables of every sort and 
shape, oranges, hmes, bananas m crates and gaily pamted 
earthenware-]ars packed m the paper-like streamers of 
com dieathes Hi came upon an Englishman, who was 
supenntendmg the ladmg of some ISg red clay jars mto a 
lorry 

“ Where shall I find the fidi boats ^ ” he asked 
" At the upper end of the pier,” the man said “ That’s 
where they auction the fish You may find the fish boats 
gone by this, though ” 

At the end of the pier was a wooden buildmg, above 
which was a pharos or pier hght, which made a big, 
star agamst the dawn Underneath this hght the fish 
market was bemg held. Hi heard a jabber and chatter 
of bargaining 
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“ Look you, I will tell you what I will do I wiU do it 
for you, because I hke you I would not do it for anyone 
else on earth, may St James be my witness I will give 
you 3 75 the tierce ” 

“ By God, I had rather flmg them back mto the sea By 
God, I will flmg them back mto the sea Here go some 
back mto the sea The rest shall follow 4 30 the tierce or 
back they go ” 

“ Now look here, I will tell you what I will do I will 
do It for you because I like you I wouldn't do it for 
anyone else on earth," etc , etc 
Beside the bidders lay heaps of fish, many of them still 
gaspmg Small, black, shmy thmgs, which looked hke 
picMes, crawled over their bodies The fish lay m heaps 
of shinmg paleness with odd jags of fins and pnckles, 
vacuous eyes, and mouths which bulged out and then 
collapsed m 

Hi stopped a fisherman with the question 
" Are you Pedro Ruiz ^ " 

“ How ? " 

“ Are you Pedro Ruiz ? ” 

" Who knows ? ” 

" Pedro Ruiz ? ” 

'* Rmz ? " 

“ Yes, Pedro Ruiz ? " 

“ Not know,” the man answered 
" Pedro Ruiz of La Boca ^ " 

"How?” 

“Of La Boca” 

" Ayla Poca ? ” 

"Yes Si” 

" Not know Ayla Poca ” 

“ No , not Ayla Poca,” Hi explamed, “ but of La B(Ma 
Of, iJiat is, de. La Boca, a place, a sort of a ciudad, sabe ? 
mthebayparla. La Boca” 
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“ I do not know at all,” the man answered 
” What does the Enghshman want ? " another man 
asked 

“ Pedro Rmz of La Boca,” Hi said 
" Ayla Poca ? ” 

“ No, not Ayla Poca Of La Boca De la Boca ” 

“ Boca 5 ” 

“ Yes Si ” 

“ La Boca ? ” 

” Yes ” 

“Oh, La Boca?” 

“ Yes, yes La Boca ” 

“ The poblaaon beside the bay. La Boca ? ” 

“ Yes, that IS it ” 

" Oh, La Boca Hear you, Ennque, the gentleman 
wants La Boca ” 

“ Oh, La Boca Ah, yes, indeed Truly, it is that Oh, 
yes, La Boca,” Ennque repeated 

“ It IS there. La Boca,” the man said, pomting south 
along the bay “ La Boca is there ” 

“ I want Pedro Ruiz of La Boca ” 

“ How ? ” 

“Pedro Ruiz” 

"Pedro?” 

“ Si Yes Pedro Ruiz,” Hi said “ R-u-i-z ” The 
men looked at him m bewilderment yet with courtesy 
They smiled and shook their heads. Hi thanked them 
and turned from them He did not much rehsh shoutmg 
aloud m that crowd of foreigners , but he touted 
“Pedro Ruiz Pedro Ruiz” 

A couple of lads mimicked his method with some success 
He repeated his cry, 

" “ Ah, ha,” Ennque said to him full of pnde. “ You 
want Pedro Ruiz ? " 

“ Yes, SI ” 
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“ Ah, yes, indeed, Pedro Ruiz ” 

“ Is he here ^ ” Hi asked 
" No,” Ennque said 

Ennque began a long harangue in Spanish, of which Hi 
understood not one word Hi could not make out from the 
gestures whether Pedro Ruiz had been disembowelled or had 
been dnnkmg soda water 

” See you,” he said, “ can I get a boat to La Boca ? A 
boat to La Boca by the sea ’ ” 

He made signs of going by boat m the direction of La 
Boca Three other men had gathered about them to give 
counsel Some of them suggested Giordano 
Hi turned to these men and asked, *' Is Pedro Ruiz here ? 
Pedro Ruiz ? ” 

They did not understand what he meant They re- 
peated the syllables All were courteous and eager to help, 
but they were puzzled by the words 
Ennque asked, “ You want go La Boca ? ” 

" Yes please, si,” Hi answered 
" Giordano,” the men repeated “ Giordano ” 

Hi had a suspicion that “ Giordano ” meant to-morrow 
There was, he knew, some foreign word like *' Giordano ” 
which meant either yesterday or to-morrow It was 
" 0^ ” or " au]ourd’hm ” or some other word with " jour " 
in it What would he do if there were to be no boat till 
to-morrow ’ 

" Ihis way Giordano,” Ennque said 
He led him to the end of the pier Some birds were 
wheehng about the rosy hght From tune to tune they 
swerved down with exquisite white grace, which glowed 
mto rose colour m the beam of the lamp, to snatdbt some 
fish from the pile Ennque looked over the rail at the 
ed^e of the pier 
" Giordano,” he called 
" Si,” a voice answered. 
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Ennque explained that here was a gentleman eager to 
go to La Boca , he displayed Hi Giordano was a very 
tall, thin, melancholy man, dark and distingmshed 

“ Can you take me to La Boca, please ? ” Hi asked. 

" La Boca ? Si ” 

“ It IS so,” Ennque exclaimed " Giordano can take 
you to La Boca ” 

“ There,” another man said " Giordano will convey 
you” 

Giordano spread a boat rug for Hi When Hi was 
seated m the boat, he bent over a job of fittmg two pieces 
of wood together He explained what he was domg, but 
Hi could not understand He sat m the boat, which 
bobbed and rocked at the side of the steps Giordano went 
on with his work, whitthng a piece of wood with his knife 
and tiying if the pieces would fit, then whitthng some more 
Presently a boat shoved off from the pier beside them and 
stood away for La Boca Then another boat pushed off 
and presently a third But Giordano still went on with his 
carpentry with no apparent thought of starting Hi 
thought that perhaps there had been some mistake 

“ I say,” he said, " you are gomg to La Boca, aren’t you ? 
You go La Boca ’ ” 

“ Si,” Giordano answered 

He went on trymg to fit the pieces of wood After some 
time, with a gesture of triumph, he showed that at last 
they fitted 

“Bueno,” he said 

Yet even now he made no effort to start He rummaged 
m the after locker and presently produced some nails, 
which were bent, and a hammer with a broken handle 
Then he set himself to repair the hammer handle by la^ng 
another piece of wood to it Next he rummaged among 
the bottom boards of the boat for a pig of ballast He 
placed this on the stem sheets thwart as an anvil Then 
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with great deliberation he began to straighten his nails 
Time seemed to have no meaning for him 

“ You go La Boca soon ? ” Hi asked “ La Boca 
pronto ? ” 

" Si, SI ” 

But he made no attempt to start He hammered 
his nads straight with great skill, then very neatly he 
straightened the heads, which had been bent Then he 
rummaged for a file and touched up the pomts with it 
Another boat stood away from the pier towards La Boca 
Her hehnsman called out something to Giordano, which 
Giordano answered reflectively After the boat haJ 
gone he fitted the two pieces of wood together and with 
great care drove his nails so as to clinch them 
“ You start La Boca ? ” Hi asked 
“ Si, SI, La Boca ” 

" I believe the brute isn’t going to La Boca at all,” Hi 
thought “There, they’ve put out the pier hght now 
I might have been at La Boca an hour ago If there’s 
another boat gomg, I would go m that ” 

He clambered up the stairs of the pier to look for someone 
who could speak Enghsh The rush of the market was 
now over He found Ennque and bis fnends m a comer 
among the baskets 

" I want to go at once, pronto, to La Boca,” he said 
" Giordano go pronto,” they said 
“ But I want to go now ” 

“ Si, si,” they said, " La Boca ” 

“ Yes, but now ” 

“ Si, SI ” 

He took off his hat to them and hurried along the pier 
to the Enghshman, who was still there, supenntendmg the 
packing of the jars 

“ You want to go to La Boca ’ ” he asked " Oh well, 
I w'lsh I’d known. I thought you wanted one of the fish 
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hands I could have sent you to La Boca an hour ago 
What do you want at La Boca ? ” 

“ I have an appointment there ” 

" Oh, who IS your appomtment with ? ” 

" A fnend,” Hi said 

The man paused to say somethmg to one of the packers, 
then turned agam to Hi 

" Who was your appointment with, did you say ? ” 

“ A friend ” 

“ Ah,” said the man, “ what’s your fnend’s name '' I 
only ask because I know La Boca, and it might be a question 
of puttmg you ashore either to the north or to the south.” 
" He wiU be at the mn,” Hi said 
“ Which inn ? ” the man said 
“ Is there more than one ? ” Hi asked 
“ Is your fnend an Enghshman ? What’s his name ? ” 
“ Excuse me,” Hi said, “ but can you get me to La 
Boca ^ ” 

“ Let me see,” the man said, ” did you mention your 
name and your fnend’s name ? ” 

“ Jones,” Hi said m desperation 
“ Well, Mr Jones,” the man said, ” if you’ll step along 
with me. I’ll see if that boat’s gone that was here Is it 
your brother that you’re going to see m La Boca ? ” 

“ No ” 

"Oh, I see Not a brother, only a fnend I don’t 
remember the name of Jones m La Boca What’s he doing 
there?” 

“ He’s only 3ust gone there,” Hi said 
" Oh, a newcomer, like yourself Well, this is the La 
Boca boat ” 

He spoke to the master of the boat, who was puttmg what 
IS called a fish m the yard of his sail 
“ That man wiE take you to La Boca,” the man said 
" He’s just gomg to start. If you had come to me on your 
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’way, I could have sent you off in one of the vegetable boats 
hours ago Don’t give him more than two pesetas By 
the way, where will you be staymg at La Boca, Mr Jones ^ 
If you or your friend should want any of these earthenware 
jars, I am m a position to get them as cheap as anybody 
What imtial did you say yours was ’ ” 

"H,” Hi said 
“ And your fnend’s ^ ” 

“ R,” Hi answered 

“ Mr H and Mr R Jones,” the man said " Where are 
you stoppmg, did you say ? Because I can get you nice 
rooms m a boardmg-house, which would be cheaper for you 
than any hotel ” 

Here the boatman invited Hi mto the boat 
“ Where are you stopping ^ ” the man called “ Where 
did you say you were stoppmg ? I should like to call round 
m the evemng and see you, if you’re not domg anything 
They always say that Enghshmen ought to stick together ” 
Hi was about to answer, but the boom gybed at that 
mstant and knocked his hat mto the well The boat had 
shoved off 

“ Inquisitive beast,” Hi thought " I never knew a man 
ask questions like that before I shouldn’t wonder if he’s 
a detective put there to stop passengers leaving the aty 
If that’s the case. I’ll very likely be stopped at La Boca If 
that devil telegraphs, I shall very likely be met at the 
pier and shadowed However, for the moment I am off 
That’s the mam thmg But I’ve wasted simply hours ” 
His boat passed close beside Giordano He was bent 
over his carpentry m deep attention, puttmg a whippmg 
over the jom 

” He doesn’t mean to start for another hour,” Hi thoight. 
"lam glad I tned to jBnd someone starting sooner ” 

The master of the boat, Chigo, the boatman, and Luigr, 
the boy, ran up their new stnped sails, so that the boat 
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leaned down and sheered the water Then they brought 
ont brea-d, onions, wine and water and some little trans- 
parent fisti, which were meant to be eaten rsuw They 
invited IHi to their feast and all breakfasted together 
After breakfast, while the boat was still moving swiftly 
to the south, Hi amused himself by looking into the shallow 
water at the fish and the weeds of all the colours of the 
rainbow Presently somethmg, which seemed like a piece 
of the bottom of the bay, blundered up alongside, turned 
over and seethed out of the water mto a whiteish blunt 
thing, which had a kmd of cat's mouth that chcked The 
click missed by at least two feet, as the thing did not aim 
very well It blundered over, rubbed against the side of 
the boat with a slow raspmg movement and disappeared 
‘‘ A shark, by George," Hi said 

The boatman laughed at his scare and the master signed 
to him not to lean over the side Soon after this Hi 
noticed that La Boca did not seem to be getting any nearer 
The wind, before fallmg, had drawn ahead, so that they 
had to make a short board out to sea 

“ This is a bore," he thought I may not be at La 
Boca till mid-day, if this goes on But 111 do it yet " 

The wind, which had drawn ahead, now chopped round 
a few points to the west and failed altogether 
mat's the matter > " Hi asked 
"Wait fox de breeze," the master said 
'' ShaE we have to wait long ? " 

** Sometimes half hour, sometimes hour " 

“ ^ould it be possible to row m to the shore ^ " Hi asked 
moi got oars," the boatman said Only one oar and 
a boat look " 

There was nothmg for it but to wait while the sun 
climbed rip out of the sea and became hotter Hi tried to 
judge tie distance from La Boca It seemed so near across 
that foxe-shortened ghtter of sea Three miles, possibly 

% 
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four miles, he thought The sea and the boat seemed to 
settle down to sleep 

We shall be hours at it like this,"' Hi thought And 
they were 

What was hardest to bear came an hour later, as they lay 
becalmed Hi saw a boat further inshore creeping down 
to La Boca under sweeps Something in her helmsman's 
figure seemed familiar to Hi, who was watching her with 
envy 

“ Is that Giordano ^ " he asked 
Giordano, si," they answered 

She was helped by more than the sweeps She was a 
better boat in hght airs and, being much further inshore, 
she missed the northward current then moving across the 
outward bay 

“ Why, we are further from La Boca than we were 
before," he thought We are drifting back She will be 
in hours before us and I might have been in her, if I had 
had a little patience I was an ass," he thought “ If I 
had only stuck to Giordano, I might have been almost 
there now " 

There was no remedy but patience, which is no remedy 
but a substitute Hi watched Giordano's boat edge on 
and on After what seemed to be hours he noticed that 
the men m Giordano's boat laid m their sweeps and tended 
sails Chigo, who had been watchmg for somethmg of the 
sort, laid aside his fender makmg 
Here is the breeze," he said 

The breeze came down to them with a darkening of the 
water Very gently the boat began to steal southward 
agam At a httle after ten o'clock they began to draw m 
to the settlement of fishermen and market gardeners at the 
mouth of the Miamia nver It was an array of httle hiue- 
washed houses, roofed with red tiles It had a mission 
church of three bells At the mouth of the river there was 
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a harbour made by baulks of green-heart timber, which 
had been steeped in a red enamel as a defence against the 
worm Hi had been mtent upon his thoughts, plannmg his 
nde Looking up, he saw that Giordano’s boat had not 
entered the harbour, but had stood on down the coast 
towards the south Lookmg up at the dock in front of 
him, he saw some Pituba soldiers watching the approach of 
the boat Among them was a white man, who seemed to 
be an officer 

Just as I thought,” Hi said to himself That man 
on the pier in the city was a detective Now here I am 
being shadowed and am going to be questioned ” 

He looked at this officer He didn’t hke his looks at all 
He looked too snappish and ill-tempered 

A bite from that hpless mouth would be worse than 
its bark,” he thought, though the bark has a curse in it 
This man called out something to the master of the boat, 
who stood up and answered with a question, which Hi 
thought civilly put It brought down a storm of oaths 
from the officer, who repeated his original remark m the 
tone of an order Very pohtely the master agam objected, 
pomting to Hi 

What IS it ^ ” Hi whispered to Chigo 
” He tells us not to land,” Chigo whispered ** The 
padron ask if you may land ” 

‘‘ Sir,” Hi called to him, I am Enghsh May I not 
land here ^ ” 

** What you say ^ ” the officer asked 
"‘lam English May I land here > ” 

“ You are Inglays ^ ” 

“ Si ” 

Inglays ^ ” 

"" Si ” 

Inglays with cat’s tripes ^ 

No ” 



ODTAA 


124 

But I say, yes, Meester Inglays ^?vith cat's tripes, I 
say, yes Take your baboon-face hence lest I mistake it 
for your stem and kick it And tell your Inglays brothers 
that this IS not their land, but a land of men It is not for 
Inglays Miss, no tank you, nor for Meester Aow and Pipe 
Tooth You come here you be shot " 

“ You'd get into pretty hot water, if you shot me," Hi 
said 

You say ^ " 

You'd get into pretty hot water, if you shot me " 

'' What the pretty mouth say ^ I no catch ^ " 

You'll get into pretty hot water, if you shoot me " 

Oh, dear, the Inglays Meester threaten me " He came 
a step or two nearer to the edge of the pier, so as to read 
the number on the boat's bows '' Padron," he said, 
your boat, number B 71, is suspect You will take your 
boat down to Carpmche and report to the commandant 
there If you try to land anywhere nearer, you shall be 
arrest, you and cat's tripes , yes, and shot To Carpmche 
§0 

The padron civilly asked whether there were any warrant 
upon which he could be ordered to Carpmche 

** Yes," the officer said, “ a very good warrant The 
proclamation of martial law " Here he drew out a revolver 
I command here for the Republic, which now scrapes off 
the foreign lice that ding to her You rebel, I shoot To 
Carpmche " 

" One moment, please," Hi said " I want to see the 
Enghsh Consul here " 

" No, no," the padron said No consul here " 

Well, anyway, I've a right to land " 

'' No, no," Chigo whispered “ You get into trouble " 
‘‘ What does Miss tank you, the Inglays, say ^ " the 
officer asked 

" I want to see the English Consul," Hi said 
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** Oh, he wants to see the Inglays Consul ^ 

“ Yes, sir " 

The Inglays Consul, you say ” 

Yes, please 

** Tank you, but I not please I tell you to go to Car- 
pinche You know your Consul live m Santa Barbara, 
where you just come from Why you he to me you want 
him here ? To Carpinche, or I send you back to your 
Consul, on my ordnance mule, by ph^, with your feet tied 
under his belly '' 

The boat had by this time dnfted across the mouth of the 
harbour, where she caught a gust which drove her a few 
yards out The padron, who was m that land only to make 
a hving, shook his head, as he let the sails fill on the new 
course ''We must to Carpmche,*' he said When the 
boat was some lengths from the pier, he took a stiletto from 
his boot and snicked it to and fro, passionately, on his 
boot-leg 

" Ise kih-a that man,'' he said 

Hi hesitated If he tried to land there, he might be 
shot if he did land, he imght be sent back to Santa 
Barbara 

" Where is this Carpmche ^ " he asked 
“ South, ten miles " 

" Could I get a horse there ^ " 

"Si" 

" Is it far from Anselmo ^ A place called San Anselmo ? 
San An-selm-o ^ " 

" San Anselmo ^ " Chigo suddenly said " Si, si There " 
He pointed inland to the west 

" Can I get there from Carpmche ^ " 

" To San Anselmo from Carpinche ^ " 

" Yes," he said " Can I get there ^ " 

" Si, SI " 

" How far is it ? " 
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'' How far 
Yes, how far?'' 

Chigo debated with the padron, the boy made some 
suggestions They thought it might be forty kilometres, 
thirty kilometres , perhaps not so much 
'' Twenty kilometres, we going there," the padron said 
Twenty kilometres was about eleven miles. Hi thought 
He tned to figure it out, how it could be so little, but 
thought that these men might know All the time the 
boat was movmg away from the pierhead 

Say that it is twenty miles," Hi thought, " and this 
ten miles more sailmg added on to it, I shall not be there 
tiU the afternoon " 

"See," the padron said, to Hi, with reproach, "you 
should not have angered the commandant " 

" No," Chigo added " If you not speak at aU, if you 
leave it to the padron, he let you land all right " 

" I'm blest if he would," Hi said 
" Si, si " 

" He would not have he had refused " 

" No, see," Chigo explained, " the padron he explain 
he say what, that man not go any sense, he let you land 
aU nght " 

" Then you ask, then he stop you " 

Hi could not see it as they saw it , but their pomt of 
view, however, imperfectly grasped by him, added to his 
trouble What if they were nght ? What if he had been 
hasty ? What if he might have landed at the pier, had he 
left it all to the padron ? 

" Won't you turn back, then, and let me try him again ? 
he asked The padron shook his head 
" Not turn back," he said 

" He angry now," Chigo said " He shoot you now " 

" Well, can you put me ashore somewhere near here, at 
one of the httle landing places ? " 
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'' Ashore here ^ ” 

“ Si 

Not now/' they said The commandant angry 
now " 

But he would never know He is not following the 
boat, and cannot see " 

The padron shook his head with a gesture which meant 
that it would be well not to thmk of any such thing 

Besides/' he said, look, we are past the landing 
places We cannot take the boat m to the shore 
here " 

This was true , a short way to the south from La Boca 
the beach changed character from sandy to boulder-strewn 
The boulders were packed together almost like a paving of 
cobbles, and as it were cemented with the broken shell of 
the beach It looked a bad beach to beach on 

The boat is made only of very thm wood," the patron 
said, mainly by signs , " she bump and bump and bump and 
knock herself all to pieces " 

" When we get to Carpmche," Chigo said, " another 
officer will say, ' Back to La Boca ' Then, when we come 
back, Yellow Face will say, ‘ Back to Caipinche ' Thus we 
shaU pass our day " 

" Such are soldiers,” the padron said 
It was not a cheerful prospect to Hi, but it seemed 
possible and likely ” I may not be started before da^fk/' 
he thought 

“If we have another commandant at Carpmche, I he 
thought, “ I'll say nothmg ” 

Carpmche lay in the south-west angle of the bay, aniung 
wooded foothills A dark, romantic glen of trees, marlmg 
a water course, sloped mland from it in the easy placl 01 
the hill Great trees grew about Carpmche The hil t J 
the south of the bay lay hke a honess crouched to An* 
with her head between her paws As they drew near!: fl 
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this hill the wind failed them See,” Chigo said, we 
too near the shore see ^ The shore stop the wind ” 
Blanketed,” Hi said 
How ^ ” 

” The shore stops the wmd ” 

Gusts of it came m a baffling way, then these, too, 
ceased They drifted rather than sailed into a place of 
shelter, where the trees looked down into a water like 
glass The blackness of the rock near the shore made 
the water seem deep as the pit Chigo and the boy helped 
the boat forward by paddhng with her bottom boards Hi 
also took a bottom board and paddled, with thoughts of 
that machme of which he had talked to Carlotta only the 
day before All four of them stared ahead for some sign 
of soldiers they could see none 
” No commandant here,” Hi said 
” Siesta,” the padron said 

The boat edged slowly mto the Carpinche river towards 
a village among the trees, which towered up there to a vast 
height The forest made the place dark, though glarmg 
hght fell beyond Giordano’s boat lay tied to the pier m 
front of them She had lam there for perhaps a couple of 
hours ” Oh, if I had only stayed m her,” Hi thought, 
I might have been m Anselmo by this time ” 

They edged alongside the pier and made fast 
” No commandant here to report to,” Hi said 
” Ah, the commandant,” the padron answered “ That 
man a bad man He know there no commandant ” 

” Is there an inn here where I could get a horse ^ ” 

” Si, si, m the village ” 

Perhaps,” Hi sard, ” smce you have all been kind and 
are here partly through me, you will all come with me to 
the mn for some refreshment ^ ” 

They all accepted this they set out along a track of 
red earth which had recently been mud The raised wooden 
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ways on each side of the track had lately been washed out 
of position, so that they lay all poked up, like stretchers 
on a battlefield The village seemed dead save for a 
yellow dog, who came out and howled at them 

“The people here get up very early/" the boatman 
explamed, “ so they have siesta early 

In the mn, half a dozen men, mcludmg Giordano, were 
lying asleep on the benches or leaning over the table The 
boat-master called out to the hostess that here was a 
gentleman who wished to hire a horse 

“ Alas,*" the hostess said, “ the horses are all gone 
with the men to the fiesta There will be no horses till 
to-morrow "" 

“ What then can the gentleman do ^ " 

“ Who knows ^ “ she said 
One of the sleepers at the table roused 
“ There are horses at the house at the cross roads,*" he 
said ** If he will ask there, he might have a horse * 

“ How far are the cross roads " 

“ Four miles ** 

“ Are there no horses nearer ? *" 

“ Not here AU went early this mommg to the fiesta 
At five or even at six you might have had your pick of 
horses, but now there are none "" 

It occurred to Hi that, when he had paid for some dnnks, 
the hostess might be more helpful 

“ Ask her to serve some wine,’* Hi said “ You deserve 
the best wme after your mommg ” 

The hostess was pleased to serve wme, but the order 
did not make her more forthcoming about horses Plainly 
there were none 

“ I must go on to the cross roads then,” Hi said, “ if you 
will pomt out the road I will try for a horse there ” 

By his watch it was a quarter to two when he stepped 
across the bndge, which led out of the village 
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“ Nearly ten hours,” he thought, “ smce Rosa called 
me 

His track led uphill into the forest "Now best foot 
foremost," he said to himself " Never mind the heat 
or anythmg else YouVe got to save Carlotta and every 
mmute is precious " 

Very soon the trees closed over the road, so that he 
walked in the cool twihght of a tunnel He saw nothing 
remarkable for the first couple of miles Then he came upon 
a hare sittmg upon its hind legs, seeming to be praymg, 
while a big snake sat opposite, swaymg a little, making up 
its mmd to strike Hi flung some stones at the snake, 
which ducked its head and turned towards him with an 
ugly raismg of the crest With a few more stones he drove 
it away He then walked to the hare and stroked it and 
spoke to it Its fur was sick and staring Presently it fell 
over on one side, recovered and went shambhng away 

" What an ass my father is," Hi thought " He knew that 
I might meet thmgs like this, yet said that I should never 
need a revolver I shall need one twenty times a day 
If I came on one of these snakes asleep, I should never see 
it until I trod on it I had better have a stick " 

Unfortunately there was no stick nearer than forty 
feet from the ground He was m a place which grew nothing 
but feathery thorn and gigantic timber in a solitude which 
might have been thousands of miles from men* Giving up ‘ 
the stick, he went on for half an hour without seeing a soul 
The only hvmg thmgs he saw, apart from the flies, were 
deer, moving hke shadows among the trees, and very 
bright thmgs, which he supposed to be parrots agamst 
the sky, when the sky showed After he had walked for an 
hour he saw a gleam of water below him , soon he came 
to a wooden bridge at which some tracks converged 
There had been a ford or drinkmg place for cattle above the 
bridge This was now a collection of pockets of red mud 
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fuE of little snakes beyond the bridge were houses , a 
farm, somewhat old and untidy, built of wood m need of 
pamt, with stabhng beside and behind it Nearer to the 
river were two very ramshackle sheds or cottages of wood, 
which had once been tarred but were now rust-coloured 
Dirty beddmg hung from the wmdows of these sheds 
Over the door of one of them was a tihng shmgle on which 
someone had drawn m tar, with his forefinger, the word 

CAMAS 

(with the final S reversed) To the left of these, well away 
from the nver, and on the other side of the road, was a 
trim, white, prosperous lookmg house, with a tiled stable 
A cornfield of red earth strewn with the shocks of young 
maize, stretched uphill behind this house A fair-haired, 
blue-eyed white man was hoemg among these maize 
shocks, although it was the heat of the day He was a 
South German, who spoke a little English He said that it 
was fine vetter and that Hi might tank Gott for such fine 
Vetter As for a horse, his brother had gone with the 
horse to the fiesta, but the old frau m the house opposite 
might lend her colt 

He was a fnendly, helpful young man He took Hi 
across the tracks to the old untidy farm where everybody 
seemed to be asleep Here, after they had both knocked 
and called for some minutes, a negress appeared, rubbing 
her eyes with her skirt This girl took them through a 
darkness, which stank, into a hot shuttered room, where 
she called several times by whistling like a kite When 
something between a snarl and a gurgle answered to her 
call, she opened the southward shutters so that Hi could see 

He found himself near the door of a bare room, the floor 
of which was trodden earth A table, with fragments of 
fruit upon it, stood agamst one wall Agamst the end 
wall, opposite the window, was a tall-backed red chair or 
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throne, m which an enormously fat old woman, swathed m 
folds of black, sat blmkmg as she roused from sleep She 
was mopping her brow with the handkerchief which had 
kept the flies from her face while she slept Hi had the 
feehng that she hved and slept m the chair She had 
a book of hours upon her lap , its marker, hanging from 
a red ribbon, dangled from her knee She soon checked 
her gurglmgs she woke up with great completeness A 
pair of sharp and very cold grey eyes shone out of her 
vast pale face with that narrowed glimmer which made 
Hi thmk of the snake 

“You want a horse ? ” she said, m fair Enghsh, in a 
guttural voice that was half a cough 
“ Yes, please, Sefiora 
Where will you go with the horse ? 

" To Anselmo ^ 

Where to in Anselmo 
George Elena's house " 

“ When you brmg him back > " 

** How far is it ^ " 

“Ihirty kilometre twenty kilometre When you 
brmg my horse back ? " 

" I'll send hun back to-morrow ’’ 

" Send ? Eh ? “ 


“ Yes ’’ 

" Why not brmg him back yourself ? " 

I may not be commg back ’’ 

" Who will brmg hun back ? ” 

One of Elena's men will brmg him ’* 

" Which one ? “ 

“ I don't know ” 

What you do ? " she asked after a pause 
go this way to Anselmo ? Where you from ? 
“ Santa Barbara " 

“ Which way you come from there ? " 


" Why you 
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Carpmche 

You know the road to Anselmo ^ 

No , but I can find it 
" How you know you can ^ " 

" I have found you, Senora " 

She sat staring at him, fannmg her face with her hand- 
kerchief , her face was without more expression than a 
large uncut ham 

** What you going to do m Anselmo ^ " 

IVe busmess with George Elena " 

** What busmess ^ 

Horses 

Why you come this way, if you go on business ^ This 
am't the way Why you not go the proper road ^ '' 

Hi wavered at the question, but said 
'' I thought it might be quicker to sail down the bay and 
come this way 

How long you been here ^ ” 

" Three or four days '' 

Horses,” she grunted m a tone of great disgust She 
fanned herself, looking over Hi's head at the wall There 
was no expression on her face, but her big ]aw worked a 
little she was solvmg the problem of what brought Hi 
there 

** I got no horse,” she said at last 
This, besides bemg ungracious, was false Hi felt that 
she spoke thus because she was cross from bemg wakened 
and did not want to be bothered 

I tell him, maybe you lend your colt,” the German said 
I got no horse to lend ” 

No, of course, Senora,” Hi said “ I don't ask you to 
lend him I want to hire him ” 

How much you pay ^ ” 

How much do you want, for the two days ^ ” 

What you pay ? ” 
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“ What do you usually charge ^ '' 

How much you pay ? I can't be buyer and seller, too 
I don't know how much these things cost in. this 
country," Hi said 

Well, what you give, see ^ " 

Hi produced his peseta notes and small change, to 
which the woman made an emphatic gesture that this 
was child's play 

'' Well, how much, then " Hi asked 
A tall, lean man had come silently mto the room behind 
Hi, he had taken up his position facing Hi, with his 
back agamst the table He was picking his teeth with a 
spng of macilente, which he chewed Hi did not hke the 
fellow's looks He had almost no brow, his hair and 
eyebrows merged mto each other Under this shag, the 
man's eyes were very black , his face was hungry-looking, 
with pale, sunken cheeks The mouth was greedy-looking 
or wolfish, although it split mto a smile over the tooth- 
pick The teeth ghttered , they looked evil, being pomted 
and mclmed inward, somethmg like snakes' fangs His 
ear-rmgs ghttered at each bite upon the spng There 
was a ghttenng about the man's person, apart from ear- 
rmgs and teeth, because his waistcoat was buttoned up 
to the throat with some tiburty small globular silver 
buttons 

"*A11 IS not gold that glitters," Hi thought ^*Mr 
Bright Tooth, you look hke a woM who would scratch up 
a grave " 

'' WeU, how much, do you think, would be fair for a 
horse for two days ? " Hi asked 
The woman fanned herself for a moment, then she said 
" You see, we not know you You may be veiy fibtie 
gentleman, but we not know you My horse, all the horse 
I got You want to go to Anselmo ^ That fifty kilo- 
metre, forty kilometre from here, through the forest. 



ODTAA 135 

pumas m the forest , eat horses , then you go over the 
fords , the fords all out with ram Very hke you get my 
horse drowned Then you not know how to look out You 
get the horse bitten by snakes, or else you lose your 
way Then suppose you reach Ausehno Y ou say, that old 
woman, pah, she not want her horse I got to Anselmo, 
what the hell, see ^ How I to know you send the horse 
back ? '' 

I promise you I will ” 

Promise Look I’m a woman see > I don’t beheve 
any promise any man ever make When a man want a 
thmg, he promise anything Does he pay ^ Nit, I don’t 
think , with the fore sheet, what ^ So don’t promise me 
nothing, Albert, it’s pretty to hear you, but it don’t 
lead to nothing ” 

Bright Tooth entered the conversation with the question 

You got English sovereign ^ ” 

Hi had three English sovereigns, he offered one of 
them, which at that tune, m that country, would have 
bought two horses, with their harness, outright After 
some more haggling, hacked by Bright Tooth, the old 
woman agreed to lend a horse, saddled and bndled, for 
two days, for one Enghsh sovereign and all the small 
change Hi had It was, however, agreed that this small 
change, amounting to seventeen Santa Barbara pesetas, 
should be returned to the man who brought back the horse. 
Hi thought that they drove a very hard bargain with him , 
but to have a horse and to be away upon his journey were 
the desires of his heart at the moment Even so, he knew 
enough not to pay for a horse tiH he had a httle knowledge 
of it He asked to see the horse 
Bright Tooth led him out to the yard at the back of the 
house, with the remark that he was a very nice horse, a 
horse for a king or queen, being tireless and good spirited, 
as well as so beautifully boned Hi had heard horses sold 



ODTAA 


136 

in England, by his father He waited till they were in the 
stable, where two horses were in stalls The one nearer to 
the door was a nice dark chestnut mare, which seemed 
somehow, even at a first glance, a httle too good for such 
a stall 

" Is this the horse ^ '' Hi asked 
No,” Bright Tooth said, '' the other ” 

The other was a sour-coloured pony engaged at that 
mmute m gnawing off the top of the partition between the 
stalls He was domg this with an ugly chucklehead 
screwed sideways, so that his yellow hooked teeth might 
get a purchase on the splmter He was rough-haired, 
having been out m the rams (apparently m a hog wallow) 
The hair, stuck to patches of mud, was scaling off him 
He had not been shod nor had his feet been pared They 
stuck forward m long, splittmg growths of horn almost like 
slippers A sort of gaiter of hard red mud coated his legs 
to his hocks He was straight-shouldered, and what old 
Bill always called a bit goosey in the rump ” His head, 
when he ceased from gnawmg the barrier, was loutish and 
lU set on Stunsail ears and a Roman nose,” Hi thought 
Worth SIX bob a comer ” 

This is a horse,” Bright Tooth said 
” Ay, in the catalogue ye go for horse,” Hi quoted to 
himself, from the Macbeth his form had ” done ” the term 
before Good Lord,” he said aloud, ” I can't take a 
beast hke that ” 

” There, a lovely horse,” Bnght Tooth said " Never 
fail He never, never fail There come soldiers here for 
horses, one tune They say, he too small, not allowed to 
take so small a horse , but that the horse for a soldier , 
he got the good guts ” 

” Guts Good Lord,” Hi said ” He's got no more guts 
than a hemng I never saw such a beast m all my bom 
days Let me have the other, the mare ” 
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No, not/' Bright Tooth said ** The other one not 
belong here She not our horse " 

Whose IS she ^ Perhaps I could hire her " 

No, no," Bright Tooth said, “ she wait here till after 
the fiesta , then the man come to nde her home He be 
here in a few minutes now " 

In a few mmutes ^ " Hi said '' I could wait a few 
mmutes " 

He not be here in a few mmutes I make mistake, see 
This yellow horse the only horse He go like the wind " 

'' With those feet ^ " 

** I tell you about those feet The rams make it very 
shppy With those feet he never, never fail any kmd of 
mud, any kind of sfick, he stand fast " 

I'll bet he will stand fast," Hi said Is there no 
other horse ^ " 

"No other horse anywhere, except the mare And the 
man who owns the mare, he very proud man , he not let 
anyone ride the mare " 

" WeU, all right, then," Hi said, " I suppose I must take 
the pony Let me see the saddle and bridle " 

The old woman had hobbled to the stable, the German 
had gone back to his work 

" I hke to see the colour of your money," the old woman 
said " I not know you, see, so you make me a httle 
present " 

Hi paid over the money, which mother and son (if that 
was, as he supposed, the relationship between the pair) 
watched with eyes that burned with voracity The old 
woman bit the sovereign, to test its goodness, as though 
she were going to eat it 

"You go armed, m case of robbers ^ " the old woman 
asked 

" Yes," Hi said " Rather " 

He was feehng at the moment imeasy about this couple, 
K 
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lest they should go back upon their bargain and deny the 
horse, after taking the money But the man Bright Tooth 
saddled and bridled the horse and led him out Hi noticed 
that the pony was an arm-snapper 

** I'll borrow this stick of yours/' he said, picking up a 
crooked stick which rested against the wall Your beast 
IS too free with his nippers " 

Where you keep your gun ^ " the old woman asked 
In my pocket, all ready," Hi said He noticed that 
she had a sharp eye upon his pockets as he mounted 
Now, which way to Anselmo ^ " he asked 
She swung her hand round to the west, to point to the 
track leadmg past the German's house 

Straight on," she said, past the ford and out of the 
wood " 

Thank you, and how far is it ^ " 

Seventy kilometre sixty kilometre " 

Oh, rats, Senora," Hi said, it can't be You said it 
was twenty a little while ago " 

'' Quien sabe ^ " 

Bnght Tooth stepped down the yard from them to open 
the gate 

** Adios, Senora," Hi said, movmg off It was twenty- 
seven mmutes to four , but he felt that he was now really 
started A kmd of gleam came upon the Sehora's face 
the horse with the shppered feet clacked slowly down the 
slope to the track Hi saw the German leanmg on his 
hoe, watchmg him as he drew near 
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T he German came slowly towards him, waving 
with his left arm towards the left 

“ Dot der way to Anselmo,'' he said ‘‘ You 
mind out at der ford " 

Thank you for your help,'* Hi said 
“ Very welcome " 

The German turned back to his hoemg and Hi set out 
upon his path When he was out of sight of that settle- 
ment, reaUy on his way to Ansehno, he thought of those 
wammg words, " You mind out at the ford " 

" You meet highwaymen at the fords,’* his father had 
said, or did m my day, but I expect it’s all altered smce 
then *’ 


" I wonder what that German meant,” he thought 
Perhaps that devil Bright Tooth may be playmg some 
tnck, but probably what he meant was that the floods are 
out It wiU be rotten if I can’t get across ” 

Then the question rose m his mmd how far Ansehno was 
Twelve or fifteen miles,” he thought ” I can be there 
by 5 or 5 30 and I will be ” 

He whacked up the horse into a sohtude of rocky barren, 
densely grown with small thorn and pnckly pear The 
strangeness of the landscape, the blueness of the sky where 
the eagles were cruismg for their prey and the glory of the 
adventure on which he rode made his nde a dream of 
dehght for some miles, till the rocks on both sides of him 
grew in towards him, so that he rode m a kmd of gully, 
where the hooves made more echo than he liked The 
gloom of the place was made greater by the prevalence of 
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the pudding-cactus, which exuded over his path hke jelly- 
fish flecked with blood or snakes which had been pressed to 
death Multitudes of flies feasting on the stickiness of 
the plant gave it the appearance of corruption In nearly 
all the puddles there were snakes The noise of the echoes 
of the horse's hooves became louder and louder Hi, 
lookmg back, saw that a horse and man were coming after 
him 

The man was bent down in his seat with his sombrero 
jammed down over his eyes He had a look of Bnght 
Tooth His horse looked hke the dark chestnut mare 
which Hi had seen m the stable She had seemed a beauty 
then, if a httle small She showed hke a beauty now m the 
grace of her going 

It's Bnght Tooth all right," Hi thought I'll bet 
he comes for no good " 

Seemg that he was seen, the man sat up and called to Hi 
to stop He was certainly Bnght Tooth 

Wiy should I stop ^ " Hi thought " I am not gomg 
to stop for a swine hke that Let him jolly well catch me 
up and explam " 

As he saw that Bnght Tooth was not carrying a gun, he 
rode on, though Bnght Tooth called repeatedly something 
about stoppmg or retummg, to which Hi answered, " Si," 
or " Bueno " or '' That's the ticket " Bnght Tooth pressed 
hxs horse up to Hi's off quarter with the cry, " You Enghsh- 
man return " He motioned back towards the cross roads 

" I am not gomg to return," Hi said 
Then you give back the horse, see ? " Bnght Tooth 
cried 

" I don't see," Hi said " Why should I ? " 

They were now ndmg side by side at a good speed, 
because both horses thought that it was a race 

You turn back, see," Bnght Tooth cried He motioned 
backwards, shakmR his head 
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All right, old sport,’' Hi said He did not turn, nor 
did he mean to turn , he kept on, with an eye for the road 
and the next move He shoved his stick mto his bridle 
hand, so as to have his right hand free 

Give up the horse, see ^ ” Bright Tooth cned agam 
'' Your money bad Bad Enghsh money " He gave a 
violent imitation of bitmg a com and being sick You 
come back,” he cried, or pay good money ” 

Rats,” Hi said 
“ Your money bad ” 

" The money was good,” Hi said 

''You pay more money Another sovereign, see ^ ” 

I won’t pay a red cent more ” 

Bnght Tooth shot forward, stooped and made a clutch 
at Hi’s rein The yellow horse shied away from him, so 
that he missed his clutch and nearly fell Hi, too, was 
nearly off He recovered first He dropped his nght 
hand to the pocket where he kept his knife He poked the 
end of the knife from withm the pocket towards Bright 
Tooth, as though it were a revolver muzzle He had read 
somewhere of men shootmg through the pocket He 
called out, '' All nght, old sport, I've got you covered 
Cuidado ” He did not know what cuidado meant , but 
he had heard the third ofBicer m the Recalde use the word 
as an alarm note He saw Bnght Tooth whip out a knife 
with a blade a foot long, sharp on two edges and spear- 
pointed 

They looked at each other a few feet apart Hi enjoyed 
it, because Bnght Tooth did not attack 

"'You pay another sovereign,” Bright Tooth said There 
was about Bnght Tooth a sort of suggestion of a rush 
preparing 

" Clear out,” Hi said, clear nght out of it Get back 
where you belong ” 

" You give the bad money,” Bnght Tooth said , there 
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was a whine m his voice Hi edged towards him , he 
edged away 

“ Clear out ” 

Bright Tooth cleared out He turned, m an anxious 
manner, to a pomt ten yards away As Hi turned after 
him, he retreated humedly for fifty or sixty yards , then, 
as Hi still slowly followed, he retreated further 

“ You keep where you are Don’t you try to follow me,” 
Hi called He tapped his pocket, and added, " This is 
what you’ll get, if you try any monkey-tncks with me, 
my son ” 

He watched Bnght Tooth for half a mmute , then, as 
he seemed not disposed to try any monkey-tncks, he 
turned again upon his way through the woodland across 
the puddmgs of the cactus Whenever he looked back he 
saw Bnght Tooth foUowmg If he paused, Bnght Tooth 
paused If he turned back, Bnght Tooth turned back 
When he went on, Bnght Tooth followed 

“ I haven’t done with him yet,” Hi thought " He knows 
of some place ahead where he can get me ” 

After some tune he passed a tummg to the nght Look- 
mg back, he saw Bnght Tooth turn down tins track at a 
quickened pace 

“ He’s ndmg to head me off,” Hi thought “ I wish I 
had at least a dub ” 

There was, however, no chance of gettmg a club m that 
wood He rode on mto a meaner country and from tins 
to a forest darker than the last, where he could hear nothing 
except a murmur or steady beat like the noise of water 
somewhere ahead " That’s the ford,” Hi thought, ” and 
the nver’s m spate Well, the longer I tiunk of it, the less 
[ shall like it ” 

Almost at once the forest became sparser He rode out 
m to a hill of moist red soil, at the foot of which was a 
nolent httle nver, blood-red and bank high Tracks led 
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to what had been a ford there, but the water was romping 
over the ford m a way ternble to see Not far below the 
ford the water went down a rapid Near the ford, where 
the tracks ceased to be boggy. Bright Tooth and a friend 
sat on horses waiting for him Bright Tooth had his knife, 
the fnend had a revolver ‘‘ Here we are,'’ Hi said 
They signed to him to come forward and moved towards 
him Hi had not any time for thought , he moved on the 
impulse of the moment He banged his horse forwards 
down the slope towards the water in such a way that he 
could not stop, even had he wished He yelled as he went 
His horse went scattenng down the slope The man 
struck at him and someone shot at him The water went 
up suddenly m a bright sheet over him and then he was in 
the hands of the nver In the first rush of the fall he lost 
his horse, and nearly choked with the filthy water in his 
mouth Catching a gulp of air, he saw his horse agam as 
the banks of the stream ran away from him Then he saw 
Bnght Tooth on a ]ibbmg mare gathermg the coils of a 
lasso for a swing Then he was tumbled headlong and 
endlong down mto a roarmg pit that banged hun and 
wouldn't let him get his breath He felt that he haxi 
tumbled down all the stairs m Chnstendom The tumblmg 
and bangmg seemed to last through this hfe mto eternity 
In another few seconds, when he had leisure to open his 
eyes, he was m a round, filthy, surgmg pool, where boughs, 
shrubs, trees and drowned beasts were mfilmg and churnmg 
amid enormous bubbles of red yeast 
Staking out to the side of this, he came to a steep bank 
covered with trailers of bmdweed dnpping down upon him. 
Putting down his feet, he touched rock and stood He 
caught the traihng plants, waded to the bank and then 
felt suddenly famt Holding on to the trailers, he saw that 
they were not the bank, but a screen to it Behind them 
was a cave, into which the sun shone He clambered mto 
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this and lay down upon a water-smoothed rock, closed his 
eyes and wished that the world would stop spmnmg 

After he had lam there for some minutes he heard voices 
Through the creepers he could see Bright Tooth and his 
fnend on the other bank of the river, peering for his body 
Presently he saw them he down upon the bank m an effort 
to see under the creepers which hid him They went up 
the stream for a little, then went down it, then came back 
to point, jabber and explam their theories over the pool 
He could see what was in their minds Bnght Tooth 
thought that he had been washed underneath the bank 
His fnend thought that he had been jammed under water in 
the pool They were there, watching the water, for a full 
quarter of an hour Suddenly he saw them exclaim and 
pomt at somethmg The body of the sour colt, which had 
jammed in a snag m the rapids, came blmdly down The 
current shot it over to Bnght Tooth^s side on the way down- 
stream He saw them watch for the rider, bjit no rider 
followed After some more searching and consulting, the 
two seemed to be agreemg to return later, when the water 
had fallen They mounted and surveyed the water from 
their saddles and then slowly rode away with many glances 
back 

^'They won’t be gone for long,” Hi said to himself 

They will come back separately soon, each hoping to find 
me before the other has a chance ” 

As soon as they were hidden from him by the forest, 
Hi ventured out of his cover By a httle scrambling among 
shppery rocks he found a way out of the nver-bed to the 
dry land He saw the sour colt’s body dnfting across a 
rock in mid-stream The rage and rush of the filthy falls 
down which he had come made him marvel that he was not 
jammed there with the horse He went on mto the scrub 
away from the nver till he came to a pool m the hollow of 
a rock Here he stnpped, washed, dried his clothes in the 
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hot sun and took stock of his position His nose was 
swollen and uncomfortable, he had an after-football 
feelmg that he would be very stiff m the morning “ But 
that's nothmg/' he thought, I ought to be thankful to be 
still ahve " His horse and hat were gone , his watch had 
stopped at seven minutes to five His money was safe , 
among the corns were two crumpled, soaked ten peseta 
notes, which he had forgotten , he dned these carefully 
He had a pocket-book, a knife, two handkerchiefs, a box 
of matches, which he dned one by one, a pair of pocket- 
scissors, some stnng, two pencils and a small shield-shaped 
silver locket containmg camphor His sister Bell had 
given this to him at Chnstmas , he had carried it with him 
ever since 

All his clothes looked as though they had been dipped 
in old blood, but they soon dned m the sun on that hot 
rock He made his second handkerchief mto a sunbonnet 
His tie, which had been black with green spots, had spread a 
greenish black tinge all over his collar , the tie itself looked 
hke a snake which had been run over He judged that he 
would look more hke a tramp with these two things than 
without them, so he left tie and collar under a bush, with 
a qualm, that he was leaving bits of England there The 
Elenas," he thought, " will fit me out with a tie and collar 
when I reach Anselnx) After all, everybody has a collar 

" And now," he added, " I will be off for Ansehno, as 
hard as I can put foot to ground It can't be more than 
eight miles " 

Away from the nver the ground was desert-hke and 
hard, growing scrub, mezquite, cactus and prickly pear m 
the spaces clear of rock He picked up the trad for An- 
selmo, and went on at a good pace till he came out into the 
sage in the open country He had often heard his father 
speak of the Santa Barbara landscape, now he saw it m its 
sweep, with the mountains near at his left, Caspar thrusting 
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out in front of them, above a rolling plain over which the 
wind exulted Santa Barbara made a smudge agamst the 
paleness of the lower sky far behind him to his right In 
front was this infinity of swaymg sage, which ran on mto 
grass for hours and hours of gomg The forest lay dark to 
the left, all over the foothills of the Sierras , but one could 
not look at the darkness with all that hght to choose 
Straight m front of him, how far away he could not tell, m 
that clear hght, which had so often deceived him already, 
was a round hill topped by a tower It seemed to be not 
much more than a mile away m that clearness The tower 
was foursquare and tall One of its angles was topped by 
the figure of an angel claspmg a banner 

" That is it,*' Hi said, there it is That is Ansehno 
tower , the village must be beyond the hill , I shaU be at 
the Elenas m half an hour Oh, cheers , come on, now, for 
the last lap '' 

He was so much cheered by the sight of his landmark 
that he began to run towards it Soon he drew clear of 
a patch of scrub mto sight of the great south road from 
Santa Barbara to Meruel It went straight from the city 
across his path through a copse or woodland half a mile m 
front of him On the road, commg from the city towards 
this wood, were four ox-waggons each with teams of eight 
oxen He could see the slow, stately lurch of each swaymg 
ox and hear the songs and ones of the negro teamsters 
They were gomg with heavy loads The whips ctacked 
like nfle shots , the soft tenor voices adjured the oxen to 
pull m the names of countless saints Hi saw a waggon 
enter the cover of the copse, then a second, then a third, 
then the last, but as he went on he did not see them emerge 
on the other side They can't have stopped for siesta 
at this time,” he thought I suppose they are takmg a 
halt ” 

He went on towards the copse or httle wood, watchmg 
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idly, as one will, for the teams to emerge on the other side 
They did not appear, so that he thought suddenly, ‘‘ I 
know what it is , there is a tummg m the wood towards 
Ansehno They have turned off to Anselmo, and so of 
course the wood hides them Yet that can't be, either , for 
they aren't smging nor cracking their whips I suppose 
they have pulled up for mat4 or a cigarette " 

It took him longer than he had expected to reach the 
copse When he was close to its edge, he heard from 
withm it a sudden scream of pain followed by the laughter 
of men 

What on earth is that " he thought 
He broke into the covert, past a water , he heard voices 
and horses, and smelt wood smoke and tobacco , soon he 
came out mto the open upon a cunous scene 
For three hundred years, carters and horsemen usmg 
that road had turned into that copse to camp or siesta A 
wide space on both sides of the road had been browsed and 
trampled clear, the cleared ground was black with old 
camp-fire marks In the road, m the midst of this cleared 
and trampled space, the four teams of oxen stood with 
straymg bent heads m front of their waggons All about 
them was a troop of Pituba lancers, perhaps fifty strong, 
who had been halted there boihng mat6 at httle reed fires 
when the waggons had come m upon them Now the 
lancers were standmg guard over the teamsters, who were 
being questioned by their captain 

Hi recognised the captam at once He was the httle, 
short, fierce, buUet-headed snappy man who had forbidden 
him to land at La Boca His yellow eyes were still blood- 
shot with rage He was barking at one of the teamsters, 
who had perhaps made some rash or unfortunate reply 
After he had sworn at this man, he gave an order to some 
of his men* who threw the teamster to the ground and bent 
his head down to his knees Two Indians then pressed a 
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piece of wood across the back of his neck and lashed it 
there with strips of hide Hi knew at once that they were 
going to make the man what is called a broody hen , his 
father had told him of this torture But before the order 
could be given to complete the trussmg of the victim, the 
ofl&cer looked up, and recognised Hi 
'' Ah," he said, “ the Inglays from La Boca , the Inglays 
with the too much talk " 

Si," Hi said 

“ Then you did not land at Carpinche as I bade ^ " 

'' Yes, I did " 

Yes," the officer said " But what does Mr Inglays 
do here, on the Meruel Road, after being told to stay m 
Carpinche ^ " 

I’m gomg to Ansehno " 

To Ansehno ^ And where is your permit to go to 
Ansehno ^ " 

Surely I do not need a permit I am Enghsh 
So ^ He does not need a permit he is Inglays 
To whom is the Inglays going m Ansehno " 

" I’m not gomg to anybody I want to see that angel 
on the tower " 

Ah, to see the angel on the tower ^ A holy Inglays 
You will come to Ribote, where your angel of the tower 
shall be a httle searched mto You are under arrest " 
I'm Enghsh," Hi said I have not broken any of 
your laws You had better let me go " 

It is for me to judge whether to let you go," the 
officer said, " and whether you have broken the laws 
You are walking without a permit on a forbidden road 
You will come with me to Ribote " 

But I can prove that I am doing no harm," Hi said 
" If you can prove it, you can prove it at Ribote," the 
officer answered " But to Ribote you will certamly come " 
He turned his back upon Hi He left him m charge of two 
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troopers, while he strolled away to dnnk his mat6 When 
he had finished his mate, he gave orders that Hi should 
mount a spare horse When the troop had formed up, 
with Hi m the midst of them, they set off at a quick pace 
along the great road to the south It was half-past five, 
as Hi judged, when they set out The mountams were 
stretchmg their shadows like fingers along the plain 
Glancing back, he saw the angel of the tower of Ansehno 
growing smaller and smaller “ We are miles from Ansehno 
now,” he thought “ It will be midnight now before I can 
get there ” He had no fears for himself ” They won't 
really dare to harm me,” he thought, but he did bother 
acutely about the delay of the message " Here's the 
whole day gone,” he thought, “ and I haven't started yet 
and these beasts may jail me for a week ” 

He was gomg, as far as he could judge, south or south 
with a httle east m it Presently they were nding in the 
dark, except for a flarmg lower sky behind them and the 
young moon westermg over the plam ” This is ten miles,” 
he thought, ” or fifteen miles from Ansehno I am no 
nearer than I was m Santa Barbara ” 

At about seven or later he saw hghts in front of him 
runnmg up a slope They came mto a town of some size 
built on the side of a hill, which was crowned with pine 
trees ” Here is Ribote,” he thought The town, though 
it was mamly a collection of wooden houses, was ht with 
electric hght Near the entrance of the town there was 
a big enclosure containing a mansion The troop rode past 
this, up the hill to an important stone building, which 
looked like a large public-house partially converted mto a 
Greek temple As it had a flagstaff with two small guns 
m front of it, Hi judged it to be the city hall The troop 
halted outside this hall The officer with about a dozen 
men dismounted, drew their revolvers and entered Perhaps 
thirty seconds later there came a cry from withm and shots 
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were fired A few minutes later, three men, the better sort 
of citizen, were brought out from the hall As the officer 
brought these men mto the open, he caught sight of Hi, 
whom he seemed to have forgotten 
“ Here is this Inglays agam,** he said You shall rest 
from your horse nde ” 

He said somethmg to a native m a ragged blue uniform, 
who looked hke a sweeper or a porter of the building 
“ Yes, it is so,'" he said You shall rest awhile to 
consider the angel on the tower and other matters You 
shall have your hands free, so that you can catch your lice 
You will find some brother Inglays where you are going 
Hi realised that he was gomg to be jailed 
** Sir," Hi said, “ wiH you please let me go ^ I am not 
a subject of this State " 

Sir, we will please let him go," the officer said He 
IS not a subject of this State " 

The man m the blue rags led the way mto the house 
The officer ordered the Indians to take Hi m after him Hi 
was thrust along a hall mto a corridor, then across a yard, 
paved with concrete, to a low buildmg or shed, where the 
ragged man unlocked a door When the door was opened, 
Hi was flung through it He went staggermg for a couple 
of steps, stumbled over a body which grunted, staggered on 
and trod upon a second body, which roused up, cursed m 
Enghsh and subsided 

The door chcked to and the lock turned The key was 
withdrawn and the footsteps of the jailer passed away across 
the yard A door closed behmd them It seemed to Hi 
to shut him mto an “everlastmg prison, remediless," 
He apologised to the two bodies, on which he had trodden, 
but had no answer, except drunken muttermg 

I am jailed," he thought, " locked up m a jail and can*t 
get out And I can"t teU when I shall get out I may be 
here for days/" 
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After a little time the room seemed less dark He 
began to have ghmmermgs of its shape There was a 
grated openmg high up which let in air A little gratmg 
in the door let him peer into the yard It was a biggish, 
long prison room about twenty-four feet by eight There 
were three people m it, a dead drunk man, a less drunk man 
and himself The dead drunk man was out of all knowledge 
of the world The second, from words uttered when trodden 
on, Hi judged to be a deserter from the Navy 

Peermg through the gratmg, he could see little beyond 
except the four concreted sides of the yard slopmg to a 
central dram An evergreen stood in a tub at each comer 
of the yard The slopes of the pent-houses surroundmg 
the yard kept him from sight of the heavens, but a ghmmer 
in the water of the dram showed that the stars were shinmg 
He shook at the door, which rattled a httle It was an 
iron slab He was a prisoner And Carlotta is a prisoner,’' 
he thought '' And how on earth is Don Manuel to be 
warned ^ " He saw no way “ They’ve diddled us 
between them," he thought 

While he stood at the little gratmg, rattlmg at the 
door, a great tumult broke out at the lower end of the 
town where Hi had seen the mansion After twenty 
minutes of this he noticed that the pent-house on his right 
began to take colour A glow came upon the tiles The 
racket contmued for half an hour "They’re havmg a 
good old racket of destruction," he thought When he 
looked agam through the gratmg, he noticed that the glare 
upon the tdes of the pent-house had changed to a ghttenng 
intermittence " I believe they’re bummg the town," he 
thought " It they are, we shall be burned hke rats in a 
trap " 

" What say ? " a voice asked 

Hi looked round startled He saw the second of the 
two dru33tkards sittmg up and lookmg at him He was a 
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littleish man with a flushed hatchet face which shone m 
the hght 

The town's on fixe/' Hi said , ''we may be burnt if they 
don't let us out " 

What say ^ " 

" The town's on fire , we may be burnt " 

" 'Ere, let me come on deck " 

He came on deck, a little imsteady on his legs and 
smellmg very strong of aniseed " Damn to hell," he said, 
when he had come on deck and looked through the grating 
" A bit of fair old, rare old," he said 
He turned on Hi suddenly to ask 
" What you in for, mate ^ " 

" Nothing They shoved me m " 

" That's me, to nghts," he answered " Nothmg 
same 'ere Burning's pmeful, too Let's 'ave a look at 
that door Say, mate, got a bit of wire ^ " 

"No," Hi said, "I haven't" 

The man took hold of the door, struck a match and exam- 
ined the lock He ht a cigarette before the match burned 
out He had a packet of cigarettes Hi thought him 
rather scurvy not to offer him one 
" You've not got a bit of wire ^ " the man said 
Hi said he hadn't 

" What are you domg here ^ " the man said 
" Come to learn sugar-plantmg," Hi said " What are 
you domg ^ " 

" None of your damned busmess," the man said " If I'd 
got a bit of wire," he said, " I'd soon have this door open 
But you haven't got a bit of wire > " 

" No " 

"That's a proper barracker Coo lummy, she am't 
half caught fire The skyhght's no cop, neither It's a 
bit of all Sir Garnet, if you ask me. You ain't got a bit 
of wue ^ " 
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No 

Here the other drunkard gurgled in his sleep 
Cor bhmey/' the httle man said, '' what was that ^ 

The other man 

" What other man ^ I didn't know there was another 
bloke , that's straight Lummy, 'e's been m luck 'E's 
enjoyed 'is lunch I'll 'ave a look, see, if 'e's got a bit of 
wire " 

He was down on his knees on the instant, rummaging in 
the drunkard's clothes , for more than wire, Hi thought 
He sucked his cigarette to a glow tiU his face shewed 
sharp as a wolf's over the body 
'' Not a bleeding bit," he said at last " The gratmg's 
out of reach too, unless I stood on your back " 

" Come on," Hi said “ Stand on it, and try " 

" Right," the man said Tuck in your tuppeny " 

Hi tucked m his tuppeny beneath the wmdow, the httle 
man made a run and leap and fell over 

“ Mizzled the bleeding dick," he said '' I'll do it 
next tune " 

The next time he did do it , he leaped on to Hi's back 
and poised there , he was a homd weight, but Hi was 
struck by the ease and certamty of the jump, and also 
by the silence of his tread he was wearmg old white deck 
shoes with rubber soles He felt the man try the gratmgs 
by heavmg all his weight on them 
'' Not a give in the whole bleedmg barrow,*' the man said, 
leaping lightly down Now if old Alf was along, what 
got out of Princetown, it would be all right, wouldn't it ^ 
You ain't got a bit of wire ^ " 

« No " 

'Alf a mo' , go easy,** the man said You am't seen 
my cap smce you come m ^ " 

No 

It ought to be somewheres, unless they pmcht it 

n 
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It's a fair barracker when they pinch kit as well as quod a 
bloke You ain't got a cap did they pinch yours ^ 

No I had none 

'' Cor blimey, I'd a sweet ]ag , coo This sweet shumpme, 
the sime the toffs, coo But you feel it in the sweet- 
breads , that's where it is , next day's the day , that's 
straight Say, mate, would you mind lookmg for me 
cap This griUmg's a steak's game " 

They groped on the floor for the cap , the glare without 
increased so that they could see a little 

"" We’ll be as nice as mother makes it, no bleeding error," 
the man said If we don't get out of here, we'E be 
bleeding pancakes, that's straight Cor blimey, I seen 
men burned Coo, kid , it's a barracker, being burned , 
a fair barracker You can always tell when a man's dead, 
when you see him bemg burned , yes, you can, because 
Cor bhmey, here's me cap Nar then " 

He struck another match, lit another cigarette, and 
rummaged swiftly at his cap in the glow at the door 
gratmg 

'' Got a bit 'a wire," he said Nar then, to be or not to 
be " 

He had taken the piece of wire which made the frame for 
the top of his cheese-cutter cap With this, when he had 
bent it in a certam way, he began to fish within the lock, 
usmg a niceness of touch which Hi had not expected from a 
drunkard He took some little time The lock rattled and 
chcked under his fishing often he swore a httle and 
readjusted his wire Once he stopped to look at the glare 
upon the tiles 

" It won't 'alf be a bit of real hfe," he said, “ if the 
fire reaches Mateo's 'E's got seventy tons of blasting 
powder under where 'e keeps 'is chickens Cor, mate, 
thatll mike them thmk the bleedmg post's come seventy 
ton Now, you bleeder, I've got you " 
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Very delicately, he brought pressure to bear on the 
tough twisted wire the lock turned the door opened 
'‘There*s the bleeding door,’' the man said “We’d 
best hop it, mate What’s the way out is the barracker 
for me ” 

“ Across the yard and then through the house,” Hi said 
They set out across the yard , some rats m the dram 
sat up to look at them Hi saw their eyes glisten All was 
still in the mumcipio The door into the buildmg was shut 
but not locked , Hi opened it and peered mto a dark 
passage droning with mosquitoes 

“ It’s through here, then to the right,” Hi whispered 
“ Lummy,” the man said, “ I am’t half got the sours m 
my sweetbreads 

“ We must get the other man out,” Hi whispered 
“ What other man ? ” 

“ The drunk man ” 

“ Garn ” 

“ We can’t leave him to be burned ” 

“ Burned Bhmey, you can see the fire ain’t anyways 
near Besides, ’e’s bm lunchmg, 'e’s necked all what 
come m the waggon ” 

“ Well, I’ll get hun out of the cell anyway WiH you 
give me a hand ^ ” 

“ No bleeding fear ” The man passed mto the passage 
and closed the door noiselessly behmd him Hi stole back 
to the cell to rouse the drunkard It was strange how 
differently the glare of the fire seemed from the yard It 
was not near at hand, but at the far end of the town All 
the same, it was bummg fiercely and perhaps drawing near 
to Matiro’s Hi shook the drunkard’s arm 
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along,” Hi said, “wake up Come on out 
■ of this ” 

V ^ “ What’s that ? ” the man said 

" Wake up, man,” Hi said, “ we’ve got the door open , 
we can get away ” 

The man sat up, pulled out a sheath-kmfe, spat, and 
said 


“ I’ll cut your guts out ” 

“ Never mmd my guts,” Hi said, “ they’ll keep , but we 
may be spotted, if we don’t hurry ” 

“ Garrrr,” the man screamed, " Garrrr and guts See > 
Garrrr and guts Harrar ” He rose upon his feet, with 
a brandish of his knife “ Come on the lot of you,” he 
yelled, “ you don’t daunt me I’m Henery Peach Kezia 
and my blood’s vitriol I’ll seal you for your tombstone 
Harrar you planets. I’ll put some of your hghts out, once 
I get a hold of you ” Here he hfted up his voice mto a 
yell 

“ Ayayayayay,” he yelled, " I’m the frog who would 
a-woomg go &e me hop ” 

" Hop out of the door,” Hi said He held the door s® 
that the frog might hop He was frightened not only of 
the madman, but of his noise, which might bnng the 
guards 

“ Where’s the door ? ” the man asked 

" Here ” 

" Where’s here ? ” the man asked “ How am I to know 
where kere is ? ” 
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“ Are you blind ? ” Hi asked “ I didn’t know you were 
blind ” 

“ I been blind since I was a poor bttle orphan child,” the 
man said " I only smell things There’s a smeU of roses 
here, or maybe it’s lavender You guide me to the door, 
my dear young Bible friend Just reach me your hand 
and the blessmgs of the poor blmd man will follow you 
Oh, Heaven bless you, my sweet young gentleman angel. 
Heaven will bless you for this ” 

Hi had taken the man by the left arm, while he kept the 
door open with his body The man came unsteadily 
through the openmg mto the yard 

“ There,” he said, “ there ” He drew a deep breath, 
suddenly wheeled upon Hi, stabbed at him with his kmfe, 
and screamed 

“ And now I’ll cut your guts out, like I said ” 

Hi had half expected somethmg of the kind By a twist 
of his body he shook himself clear, so that the door, at once 
swmgmg-to, struck Henery Peach Kezia and made him 
miss his stab 

“Don’t you think to dodge me like that, when my 
blood’s up,” Kezia said, “ you young swme I’ll cut you 
double for that I’ll cut you crossways, so’s your own 
mother will deny you ” He began to laugh with a deep 
down, joyless chuckle, which made Hi’s blood run cold 
He was not very steady on his feet, but he had a homd 
danger about him, because of his sideways lurches Hi 
dodged him m his rush, but not by much, for they were on 
the concrete slopes of the yard and Hi wore English walk- 
mg-shoes, the man stockmgs It was as bright as br^ht 
moonhght from the fire 

" Now, then,” Kezia said “ Now we’E see Some 
would have took pity on you , but not me Do you see 
joimcer’ This knife's jouncer And as soon as I’ve 
breathed on the blade he’s gomg mto you ” 
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He panted on to the blade like a hound gettmg breath, 
then he made a sudden dart, missed by about a foot, and 
then followed with dreadful speed and certainty round and 
round the yard The fire, wherever it was, burned up with 
a bnghter blaze to hght him Hi aimed to reach the door 
mto the mumapal buildmg, but the man was too close 
behmd him for him to try to open it He shpped on the 
concrete, caught one of the pillars which held the pent- 
house roof, and swung round it with such force that he 
struck Kezia from behmd The rush and excitement 
seemed to steady Kezia 

“ Ha,” he said, “ ain’t this fun ? Am’t this mce hide 
and seek ^ And I’ll bleed you mto veal m the dram , 
white meat , eightpence a pound, prune cuts ” 

Here there came a crash Perhaps the bnghtness of 
the fire had been fed for the past twenty mmutes by the 
timbers and rafters of the roof These now suddenly gave 
way and launched the blaze mto the pit of the wreck , the 
glare of the bummg died at once from about them Hi 
was m the dark, poised behind a pillar, trjung to see 
the drunkard, who was near the desired door There was 
silence for about tlurty seconds, each was tiymg to see the 
other , at last the drunkard spoke 
" Say, brother,” he said, " wiU you shake hands and let’s 
be friends ? " 

' I can’t shake hands,” Hi said, “ when you’ve got a 
knife m your hand ” 

“ The kmfe’s nothmg I took the knife out to cut you 
a mce nos^ay from all these pretty httle bbody roses ” 

“ That was land of you,” Hi said 
" I love you,” the man said , “ you are like a lovely httle 

” I am, rattier,” Hi said The darkness of the man 
seemed to edge a shade nearer 
” I love angels,” the man said 
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'' That’s nght,” Hi said 

I always loved angels,” the man said, smce a boy ” 
" Stick to them,” Hi said , you can’t do better ” 

You blasted young swine,” the man screamed, making 
a rush I’ll cut your gall and your milt and your 
pancndge ” 

Hi had expected the rush , he shpped to the left as it 
surged out at him The man had expected this move- 
ment , he slashed out sideways with his knife, but missed 
He was after Hi on the instant, roanng, as he rushed, his 
war cry of " Harrar ” Hi twisted sharp to his right , the 
man followed, he seemed horribly near Hi heard a splash, 
foEowed by an oath, and a fall , the man had put a foot 
mto the dram and fallen 

Hi fled to the door mto the haU, where he paused , the 
man had not risen , he was lymg m a heap m the well or 
dram, muttermg oaths The fall may have hurt him it 
had certamly knocked the fight out of him 

Will you come and give me a hand up ^ ” he said 
No ” 

Oh, Lord, my leg’s broke, man , I can’t hurt you ” 

'' Rats ” 

" God, man , I’d not leave you, if you’d got a broken 
leg ” 

Wouldn’t you?” 

“ The bone’s commg through the calf of me leg , I’m 
just bleedmg away ” 

Hi did not answer this , the man went on 
It’s pretty poor goods,” he said, when an English- 
man wiE leave another Englishman to rot m agony Oh, 
the torment, it’s awful I feel it corruptmg the blood ” 
Hi was touched by the man’s moans, but did not answer 
The man groaned some more 

Young fellow,” he said, " if I die, and I am dymg, 
you’ll take my love to my poor mother ? Mrs Jones, her 
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name is She lives at No 27, Cowpop Street, Sale, 
Cheshire It’s the only house in the street with a brass 
knocker Say my last thought was of her And I want 
you to smg Rock of Ages ” over my tomb It’s cruel to die 
in a foreign land, but I’d rest better after '' Rock of Ages ” 
Won’t you come and ]ust hold my head up , I can t 
breathe , there’s darkness commg Lift me , won’t you 
hft me ? ” 

No, I won’t,” Hi said 

“ You young swine,” the man said , '' it’s lucky for you 
you didn’t, for if you had, I’d have settled you ” 

Hi went through the door and bolted it behind him He 
tiptoed swiftly along the passage to the corridor down 
which the Indians had dragged him The corridor 
stretched nght and left along the length of the house Hi 
could make out a staircase, the blackness of doors, and light 
m one place from a half-opened door Hi hstened 
All was silent at first Then from somewhere upstairs 
he heard the noise of stealthy footsteps, moving slowly 
To his nght, from time to time, there was a httle hght 
fluttenng noise, as though the wmd were stirnng an lU- 
fittmg shutter or loosened jalousie The man in the pnson 
yard was quiet The smell of tobacco smoke shewed that 
the other prisoner had passed that way 
Hi went quietly to the half-opened door, hstened there, 
heard nothmg suspicious, and peeped m 
The room was ht by an oil-lamp which had been turned 
so low that it stank He could not see far into the room 
From withm there came again the fluttenng noise, which 
was now not quite that of a shutter, but hker the yielding 
of paper under pressure, as though someone were opening 
a book and pressmg the pages down so that it should remam 
open at the place It gave Hi the sense that some industn- 
ous old man was workmg there m the half darkness 
gumming papers together 
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He pushed the door very gently till he could see that the 
room was a kind of board-room, with shuttered windows 
The table, from which the chairs had been flung back, was 
littered with papers A big picture, partly out of its 
frame, was hanging askew on the wall to the right Nobody 
was to be seen , but the noise of the pressed papers came 
from somewhere on the floor beyond the table 

Hi thought, “ It IS rats gnawing papers,’' but on coming 
into the room he saw that it was a dead man beset by 
m5n:iads of cockroaches The man's pockets had been 
turned inside out 

Hi suddenly whirled about in terror someone was at 
his elbow 

He saw at once that he had no need to be ternfied , it 
was the little man who had opened the prison door He had 
stolen up m his silent way He grinned at having scared 
Hi 

'' Didn'-t 'ear me, did yer, cocky ? " he said Seen the 
stiff ^ They done him m and gone through him , grizzled 
party , one of these Digos We'd better 'op it arter 'ere " 

Hi noticed that the man was carr3ang a long heavy 
ebony ruler which had been a part of the office equipment 
He had the feehng that this was the man who had turned 
out the dead man's pockets 

" Bleedm' old beano gom' on down the boulevard," the 
man said , kind of a Brock's benefit If they come on 
'ere agme, the gom' won't 'elp us , we shan't 'alf 'ave all 
nght " 

He led the way out of the room and so away towards 
the front door, from which fresh air was blowmg mto the 
house On the top step a great yellow panah dog stood^ 
longmg to enter, but scared by their approach He snarled 
and slunk away from them as they came out mto the open 
Moved by the thought that the dog might eat the body. Hi 
closed the door behmd him. 
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That part of the town was empty of hfe, except for the 
moths about the globe of the electnc light The houses 
were shuttered and seemed to be deserted, but Hi saw 
that a great disorder had raged there smce he had been 
thrust mto the pnson Household gear of many lands had 
been dragged mto the street and left Far away down the 
hiU was the glow of the shell of the mansion, each wmdow 
red as a furnace mouth All the inhabitants, as well as the 
lancers, seemed to be at the fire, except a few who came 
thence quietly with side-long glances, having pickmgs from 
the wreck under their cloaks 

" I’m gom’ to ’op it alter ’ere,” the man said “ No ’ot 
potitoes m mme Coo lummy, what’s that ^ ” 

From the back of the city hall, from the direction of the 
pnson yard, there came a sound of song, mixed with the 
tolling of a cuckoo Henery Peach Kezia was lappmg 
himself m soft Lydian airs 

0 the cuckoo bird smgs in the merry May mom, 
Smgmg cuckoo, 0 cuckoo, how happy am I 
0 cuckoo, O cuckoo, 0 cuckoo 
Cuckoo 

" It’s the drunkard,” Hi said 
“ The stiff You woke him ? ” 

" Yes ” 

Hi noticed that the man’s eyes were fixed upon him 
somewhat strangely 

“ Which way you gom’, cocky ’ ” he asked 
" Anselmo,” Hi said “ Do you know it ” 

" I know it well,” the man said " I don’t mmd settmg 
you there, or on the way there ” 

"That’s very kmd of you," Hi said "But axe you 
gomg that way ’> ” 

"Never you mmd where I’m gomg,” 

" You’re a damn sight too nosy ” 


the man said 
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No more nosy, as you call it, than you," Hi answered 
“ I know the way to Anselmo , if it’s out of your own way, 
I can find it myself But we’d better not go straight past 
the fire , we might be recognised ’’ 

Come along ’ere, cocky," the man said "If we go 
along this road a piece, we can easy cut across later ’’ 
They turned up a road which opened to the north not 
far from the city hall The houses near it were small 
adobe bungalows, with roofs of red tiles The stars m the 
heaven shone hke lamps 

" I say, look at the stars," Hi said 
" Are you bemg pleasant ^ ’’ the man asked " You’re 
domg ‘ Oh, the starhght ’ , but they’re cocky little bleeders, 
stars ’’ 

They walked on together for a mmute, till they were in 
the midst of a grove, where a night smging bird was makmg 
a plamtive, exquisite hauntmg call The man paused 
" What was the nime of the phce you was gom’ to ^ ’* 
he asked 
" Anselmo " 

" Anselmo, that was it , Anselmo " He seemed to 
think for an mstant " Well, there’s no phce of that nime 
anywheres abaht ’ere " 

" But you said you knew it," Hi said 
" What was the nime agme ^ " 

" Anselmo" 

" Oh, Anselmo," the man said, " the phce you see over 
there > ’’ 

" No , over there," Hi said, tummg to point Some 
instmct told him to look out, but it came a fraction of a 
second too late He never knew certainly what happened 
next, because he was knocked unconscious by a blow on 
the pomt of his ]aw, which ended the world for him for four 
minutes 

When he came to himself, with a dizzy head full of con- 
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fusion, he tned to stand, bat domd that his feet hurt 
Groping down to find oat vtiy, he found that his shoes 
were gone Instead of tbeim, a- pair of old white deck shoes, 
with rubber soles, lay bes;ide turn in the track Then^ 
a certain slackness at his r'aist seemed unaccustomed 
He put his hand to his waist aod found that his money 
belt was gone , then he f oiiiidl tliat his pockets had been 
searched he had been roblied He called aloud at this 
Then he looked about for his connpsuiion, whom he at once 
judged to be the thief Then:e las neither sight nor sound 
of him He had vanished into the? night where he belonged 
There was no sound of anyone mnning, no noise of steps, 
nor of bushes being thrusi aside* The bird was still makmg 
a plaintive call in the tree 

'' I can't think what has hiypened,” Hi said He sat 
down to try to compose himself When he began to know 
that he had been knocked on#, 3te wondered, “ for how 
long ^ '' The stars had not o-hLuged position much, so 
far as he could see, and there: iv'as still some warmth or so 
he thought in the toes of the s^hoes. 

He knocked me out and robbed me," he thought 
I'd gladly have gone halves yfiih hm I don't know 
what the deuce to do now I must get to Anselmo, 

that's the first thing And it UL-us-tbe nearly midnight by 
this time and I'm further from Anaselmo than I was when 
I started " ‘ 

He put on the deck shoes T^kere was a meanness in 
the theft of his shoes which hurt bum more even than the 
loss of his precious pocket hook vntta tie spng of hermosita 
When he had put on the sbioe:soQc3felt their discomforts, 
as weE as their kind, which ¥3s specially loathsome to 
him, he walked back to the towai,fcie could not afterwards 
teE why He had no very clear tbought of what he was 
domg nor of what he ought to da,ffor the brains were stiE 
shaky in his head from the knock upon his jaw. 
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When he turned mto the street in front of the city hall, 
he saw some of the lancers, followed by a mob, riding np- 
hih towards him He turned uphill away from them, till 
he was out of the town, in a rocky path near a pine wood 
The lancers paused at the city hall, as though to bivouac 
Hi felt a deadly weanness overcoming the need of reachmg 
Ansehno 

I am done,” he thought '' I have done nothing, but 
I have been through a good deal to-day I must rest for 
a bit before I go on ” He was cold as well as weary, for 
the cold sea breeze was blowing It must be midnight,” 
he thought “ I will rest for just an hour among those 
rocks If I had only not spoken to that ofiftcer at La Boca, 
I would have been fifty miles on beyond Ansehno by this ” 
He was so stupid from fatigue and the blow that he paid 
httle heed to his gomg, as he pushed through the scrub 
towards what looked hke shelter Suddenly he caught 
a whifi of scent, a rustle of movement and a gleam of 
somethmg he was aware that people were hidmg there 
A startled somebody, speaking mtensely, in a hiss of 
anxiety, said ” Padre > padre mio ^ ” 

I'm not the man,” Hi said 

Immediately somebody surged out of the darkness, flung 
him down and got ham by the throat He realised at once 
that he was m the hands of someone much stronger than 
himself, who could break his neck at will, if he made a 
noise Some years before, at the Old Berks Steeplechases, 
he had seen a welsher caught by the crowd When over- 
taken, the man had fallen and lam perfectly still, as though 
dead , this came back to Hi on the instant as wise 
The man who had grappled him got him well by the throat 
with one hand, while he reached back for his knife with 
the other Hi saw a darkness of face staring into his, and 
beyond it pme boughs and stars Other people were there 
he smelt the scent of verbena a woman's voice gave a 
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caution A woman seemed to be tr5rmg to open a box of 
matches and to take out a match her fingers fumbled on 
the matches and people whispered A man who came 
hurriedly from among the rocks struck a match upon his 
trouser leg, screened and held it down Hi saw a lot of 
faces staring with surpnse at him He counted four 
persons an old woman with white hair, a girl with great 
black eyes, a man with a somewhat finicky pale face, like 
the Aztec in the waxworks (he was the one who held the 
match), and a swarthy, fierce, very splendid-looking young 
man who had him by the throat Hi noticed the muscles 
m the clear brown flesh of the arms which held him 
'' Golly,*' he thought, " this man could tear a pack of cards 
across ** At this instant the match went out 
It*s aU nght,** Hi said “ Fm English ** 

** Inghs,’* they repeated The younger of the two 
women asked him m haltmg Enghsh ** What you doing 
here > '* 

Hi felt inclined to ask them what they were doing there, 
four civihsed people, with jewels and scents, in the wilder- 
ness at midnight, garrottmg strangers He said that he 
was going to Ansehno and that he had been robbed They 
seemed to understand a part of what he said, but they 
were puzzled by it 

The man, who was holding him, allowed him to sit up 
and said somethmg m apology for havmg been so rough 
What are they domg m the city ^ *' the young woman 
asked 

They are plundenng and robbmg, Senonta," Hi said 
At this instant some horses were heard trottmg near to 
the pme clump The man, who had held Hi, signed to him 
to remam still, while he stole away through the scrub to 
see who came In a few mmutes he returned with the 
nders of the horses, one of whom earned a lantern This 
man a swarthy, bearded, elderly don, more than sixty 
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years of age, but still lean and alert His face was both 
hard and melancholy, with something of watchfulness 
stamped on it by a life passed upon a frontier He held 
up the lantern to examine Hi, while the others repeated to 
him Hi's story of Anselmo, which he did not seem altogether 
to accept Allan Wmter said there was a feelmg against 
us,*' Hi thought '' Now here it is He debated whether 
he should teU them that he was a White, going on a White 
errand “ It might be all nght," he thought “ But 
supposmg it were all wrong Supposing these people were 
really Reds Then I should be m a fine mess " 

The family drew aside to debate what should be done 
Presently the daughter left the group and explamed to Hi 
that they had to ride to safety, that they did not doubt his 
good faith, but that their fives depended on leavmg no 
witness of their gomg and that, m short. Hi must come 
with them 

We are most sad to ask it,” she said, ” but it is for our 
mother and sister You see, this is war They might 
kill us ” 

We not take you far,” the young man said We set 
you on your journey^ when we get to fnends ” 

There was somethmg good-natured and well-bred about 
the young man which won Hi, who was, m any case, too 
utterly weary to protest He said he understood and 
would gladly do as they asked The girl and the young 
man said that it was very nice of him to take it like that 
They mounted him on one of their spare horses, and set off 
together, through a woodland track, which set, for a while, 
to the south, and then curved west- Hi watched the 
direction as well as he could by the stars, so as to keep his 
beanngs clear About north-north-west was his course, he 
judged ”Now here I am gomg south,” he thought- 
The Lord alone knows when I shall get to Anselmo ” 
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He fell asleep on his horse and knew nothing more of his 
journey till he was wakened by the horses stopping 
He saw that they had reached a point in the hill from 
which, looking down a ravme, they could see far below 
them the hghts of the town and the glowing of the burnt 
house The night wind had roused up the flames on the last 
of the wreck so that it made a beacon still The nders 
were staring at this, all strangely moved The two women 
were sobbmg the men were muttering curses, or prayers 
that were of the nature of curses 
Ah, the accursed, the accursed 
'' For all this they shall pay sevenfold " 

" You samts that bear the sword grant me the sword 
that I may smite these accursed ones '' 

“ It IS their home/' Hi thought, where all their past 
lies burnt They were chased out of it and then it was 
fired " 

The father interrupted the scene by saying, ‘‘ It suffices 
To-morrow is a new day let us get to-morrow " He took 
his wife's rein and led the way on, the others followed hmi 
Hi heard the nice young man say something to him, but he 
was too heavy with sleep to know what it was or to answer 
He fell asleep again upon his horse The high southern 
saddle kept him in his seat, sometimes he joggled for- 
wards, sometimes backwards, while the horse went quietly 
on with the others 

At about two o'clock m the mommg they came to a 
ranch which was guarded by mounted men Here they all 
dismounted and went mdoors (Hi with them) to what 
seemed to be a gathenng of the clan 
There was a long room, ht by electric hght, hke all the 
houses m those hills even at that early age There was 
a fire at one end of the room, for the night was cold enough 
A maid of enormous strength, with a fine, square, good- 
humoured face, was makmg or dispensmg mat6 among the 
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gathering There were perhaps forty men there, most of 
them talkmg at once, yet the room was so big that they did 
not crowd it 

As the party entered the room, the girl with the verbena 
scent noticed how weary Hi was 

You are tired,'' she said Ennque, this gentleman 
IS weary Anton, get him a mate " (Ennque was the 
Aztec , Anton the nice one ) 

" Sit down," she said, showing a seat which ran round 
the wall Anton will bnng you a mat6 " 

"You sit," he said "Let me bnng you a mat6" 
Anton shoved him down on to his seat 

" Our guests do not wait, they are waited on," he said 
" You are not a Red, I am sure, to rob us of the last of all 
our pleasures " 

" I am a White," Hi said 

" You are a White ^ " the girl said " But we thought 
ah you Enghsh were Reds " 

" I'm a heretic, of course," Hi said, " but a White " 
Anton brought him a mat6, which revived him He 
saw the Aztec step mto the midst of the gathenng call for 
silence, and begin a long harangue, with many gestures 
The babble of his voice, the heat of the room and more than 
twenty-four hours of stram together made him fall asleep 
with the bombiHa m his hand 
This falhng asleep may be said to mark the end of the 
first day of Hi's gomg to warn Don Manuel His gomg 
had not prospered, mamly because one of Don Lopez* 
chief supporters, the half-breed Don Lmo, a man of 
vengeful temper, had detached some lancers to bum the 
mansion of the Ribotes, who had had the misfortune to be 
the lords m the village m which he had passed his 
youth 

This act of private vengeance brought the lancers across 
Hi*s path at the wrong time 

u 
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mile Hi was being checked by event after event, on 
this first day, Ezekiel Rust was nding to the west witn his 
message At the very moment, when Hi was falhng 
asleep, Ezekiel Rust was rousing from his rest eighty miles 

away to begm his second day’s nde 
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H I may have slept for half an hour, when he was 
wakened by the tinkle of his bombiUa falling on 
the floor He roused up as a big, elderly rogue- 
bull of a man, with bloodshot eyes and a heavy rummatmg 
mouth, which seemed to be chewmg the cud of fifty different 
plans, came m, to take charge of the gathermg Plainly 
all there looked up to him as a leader A flock of talkers 
surged up to him with a gabble of explanation and 
persuasion some of it very hot. Hi thought 
Presently, Hi found this man staring at him, though as 
yet without comprehension His eyes were fixed on Hi 
while his lower hp moved m and out under the stram of 
thought After a time, his buU-hke brain began to notice 
that Hi was a stranger in the camp he turned to a man, 
indicated Hi by a jerk of the head, and asked, ** Who is 
that ^ '' Then, turning to Hi, whom of course he knew to 
be Enghsh, he jerked with his head, saying, '' Come here, 
you What are you ^ 

Anton explamed as Hi came forward. Hi heard the 
words '' Caballero mgles " then Anton, after askmg his 
name, mtroduced him to Don Pablo something of Meruel 
Hi was refreshed by his sleep and eager to be doing He 
made up his mind that as these were Whites he would teJl 
his tale, so he did He said that he was going on urgent 
White busmess to Don Manuel at Encinitas , he asked for 
a horse that he might proceed 
When he had said his say, he knew that he had said 
somethmg wrong I believe they are Reds, after ah,'' he 
thought ** Now I've put my foot m it " Anton drew 

I7I 
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him aside a moment and explamed All the Whites here 
are anti-derical, they hate Don Manuel hke poison You 
have said, ‘ I take nice luteran message to the Pope * '' 
Anton seemed to think it very funny, but Hi was appalled 

IVe done for myself ixow/' he thought, '' they'll probably 
jail me for a week 

Busmess with Don jManuel at Encinitas ^ " Don Pablo 
repeated "'And what busmess ^ " 

To tell him that the Reds have put Senonta de Le5rva 
into pnson 

This was news to the assembly, but on the whole pleasant 
news the de Leyvas were blamed for most of the troubles 
which had fallen on the "Whites 

At least,” Don Pablo said, " you cannot reach Don 
Manuel from here ” 

I don't want to,” Hi said "" I want to reach Anselmo 
from here, and from there go on to Don Manuel ” 

"" Very pretty,” Don Pablo said There are telegraphs 
in Anselmo You cotild warn Santa Barbara of all that 
has been said here ” 

” No, sir,” Hi said, '‘unfortunately, I know no Spanish, 
and have not understood what has been said here besides, 
I am not a spy ” 

"" You are the first to mention the word,” Don Pablo 
answered ” You are here, we are here, the trouble 
exists, the telegraph exists, Santa Barbara exists I 
consider the situation'* 

"" Yes, sir,” Hi said, "‘but I have been only four nights 
in this land, I know nothing of your pohtics ” 

"" How comes it them,” Don Pablo interrupted, " that 
you go at all upon this errand ? Why are you sent ^ Who 
sent you ^ ” 

I must not tell you that, sir,” Hi answered, "* but I was 
smt because the need was great, and because an Englishman 
will not be suspected by the Reds ” 
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^‘Very true/' Don Pablo answered, "‘but he may be 
suspected by the Whites See you/’ he added, tummg to 
address the assembly m Spanish, this boy may justly be 
suspected by us, when he comes from we know not where 
and says that he wishes to reach Ansehno ” 

As most of those there were like water, ready to flow m 
any direction opened to it, as long as it were downhill, this 
turned the company agamst Hi They agreed that he 
might justly be suspected Why should he be there, they 
asked, if he wished to reach Ansehno ^ This was now war , 
Ansehno was a place of the Reds undoubtedly , this was an 
Enghsh boy , that he should be sent on a message was 
a farce Undoubtedly he was a spy or might be used as 
a spy Hi did not know their words, but their meanmgs 
were plain 

"" You may be this or you may be that,” Don Pablo said, 
m Enghsh, “ but you cannot go to Ansehno ” 

” But, sir, I must go ” 

"" What say you ^ ” 

Sir, I must go ” 

Don Pablo pretended to be deaf, he held one of his ears 
with his hand, so as to catch the sound the company 
tittered 

“ What say you ? ” 

” Sir, I must go to Ansehno ” 

"" Ah,” Don Pablo said with a smile, tummg to the men. 
He says that he must go to Ansehno Must go , this 
very important Enghsh word No, sir,” he said, tummg 
to Hi, “ you may go to your Reds m Carpmtena, or you 
may go home to your Enghsh m England , no one shall 
stop you , it IS a healthy walk, for you Enghsh are ac- 
customed to walk , but you shall not go to Ansehno You 
shall not go to Ansehno, because it is a special place, which 
I am determmed that you shall not see ” 

Hxs face, as he spoke, became gorged with blood hke the 
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wattles of a turkey cock Having settled Hi, as he judged, 
he turned to the assembled men and made them a long 
harangue m Spanish Long afterwards Hi learned that 
the purpose of the meetmg was to keep the Pituba raiders 
out of that part of Merud The men there were Whites, 
but anti-dencal and, on the whole, m favour of Lopez, 
because he was a Meruel man Pablo’s purpose, at that 
moment, was to get the party to nde to a weE-known 
ranch to get from it the reinforcement of its company 
AE there seemed pleased at his suggestion, except those 
whose mansion had been burned m Ribote These retired 
m a group in some mdignation when the others left the 
room Hi was left alone m the great room, save for the 
broad, good-humoured maid, who was gathermg up the 
bombiEas She was a friendly soul , she made remarks m 
Spamsh to Hi, so that he might feel at ease 
“ Many bombiEas ” 

“ Si,” Hi answered 

“ Better many guests than many locusts ” 

This was beyond Hi, who grinned After a httle time, 
she added, with a sigh 

“ There are more guests than lovers ” 

Hi did not know what she said, but he answered, in 
English, " Such is hfe ” 

After some twenty imnutes of talkmg outside the house 
the assembled men mounted their horses, which had been 
kickmg and snappmg at each other, from anger at the cold, 
through aE the hours of the discussion Even when they 
had mounted they made no effort to start They con- 
tmued to discuss tiE it was broad dayhght, when they aE 
set off together 

Anton entered mth his sister He came up to Hi to 
apologise for Don Pablo 

" It is absurd,” he said, “ that that man should have 
stopped your going to Ansdmo There is no reason why 
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you shouldn’t go to Anselmo Of course 70U may go 
there ” 

‘‘ I have no horse/’ Hi said '' Would you lend me a 
horse so that I could go there ^ ” 

“ Do you know the way ^ ” the girl asked. 

No ” 

'' It must be forty kilometres and a difficult way except 
through Ribote ” 

I could find it/’ Hi said 

The brother and sister looked at each other with some 
hesitation Hi was afraid that they were wondermg 
whether to trust a tramp, who came at midnight, with 
neither collar nor tie, from God knows where 

I am sorry to say,” he said, '' that I have got no money 
with me, but Mr Wmter, of Quezon, beyond Santa Barbara, 
knows me, and Sehora Piranha and her daughter know me 
Rosa Piranha ^ ” the girl said ** You know her ? ” 

'' Very weU Do you ^ ” 

We were at the convent together,” the girl said Of 
course we wiH lend you a horse What is your name ^ ” 

” Ridden Will you tell me yours ^ ” 

” We are Ribotes,” she said ” But what makes us 
consider is, the road to Anselmo It is no road, my brother 
says ” 

” It is a bad road,” Anton said 

” I don’t mmd how bad it is ats long as it is a road,” he 
said “ And I'll not let your horse down or giwe him a 
sore back or anythmg , I swear I won’t And I don’t know 
how to thank you for saying you will lend me one. The 
pomt is, gettmg him back to you I'm gomg to the Elenas, 
the horse-breeders, of Anselmo , I am sure they would 
send him back or I would brmg him back myseli, if you 
would not mmd waitmg a few days ” 

” Brmg him back yourself/’ Anton said 
” Yes. yes/’ the girl said* 
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“ The horse will be all right," Anton said, “ but how about 
the rider ? First you must have food ” 

They gave hun sausage, bread, coffee and figs Then 
they filled saddle-bags with these things and with com for 
him to take with him Anton brought him a silk scarf 
" You will want this for your neck,” he said “ There 
will be ticks or mosqmtoes m the forest ” 

No doubt they would have given hun money, had they 
not feared to hurt his feelings 
" I don’t know how to thank you two,” he said “ You 
have been most frightfully land ” 

“ The least we could do,” Anton said “ after nearly 
murdenng you m the dark, as I did ” 

They brought him out to the stables, where they saddled 
a horse for hun 

“ He wiU take you to Ansehno all right,” Anton said 
“ The question is, wiU you be able to find your way there ? ” 
" I will try,” Hi said 

“ Not so easy,” Anton said ” Look there ” 

From where he stood Hi could see nothmg but great 
swathes of rolling forest, amid a mist that was liftmg and 
falling as though it were ahve 

“ You see that it is not easy,” Anton said, " even when 
you get out of the forest ” 

“ I think I'll find it all nght,” Hi said “ I’m good at 
findmg my way ” 

Anton pursed up his hps and ^ook his head *' I hope,” 
he said, “ I hope You got good remembrance ? ” 

" Yes ” 

“ Good Then I tell you all the way ” 

“ Right I’ll remember ” 

" It IS difficult,” Anton said “ You follow this track 
here for three kilometres, through the sorub Then you 
come to a place very big as a saucer ; big, big Then north 
•west across it to a hole, snap, cut off, like so, m the hills, a 
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long way, fifteen kilometres Out there you will see peones 
who nde One will show you You must not go so, no , 
but so, because, so, there is no ground , all is gone But 
this not for twenty kilometres Till then, you look for the 
place big as a pan, very big , and the hill that has like so , 
high, yet so, snap, see , no, more like so 
This was not clear as a course should be, but his gestures 
made it clearer Anton knew the dangers of losmg a trail , 
he turned to his sister for an Enghsh rendermg of what he 
wished to explain Unfortunately she had not seen the 
place which he strove to describe, nor was her Enghsh 
much better than his, but she added a few words 

After this track,"' she said, there is a very big 
A lake ^ " Hi suggested 
A what ^ " 

A water?" 

** No, no, no , very big dry ” 

'' I understand A dry valley ? " 

Si, si Then you cross this , oh, it is long Then you 
look a way out There is a hole m the hiE, like so " 

"" A pass ? " Hi said A gap ? A way to go 
through ? " 

Si, SI " 

“ But," Anton said, ** you must not go to this side, right 
side, because no ground , go to left side Ask peones " 
Will there be peones’? " 

" Always peones " 

And if I cannot find a peon to ask ? " Hi said 
" Bad, bad," Anton said " A difficult way Not for 
some kilometres But keep north through the path 
through the forest , see ? " 

Ansehno is north from the pass," the girl said 
" ru find It," Hi said 

" Si, SI, you Will find it It is narrow road in the forest , 
but to the left Then you get out of the forest you will see " 
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Hi was wdl used to finding his way on the downs , he 
had plenty of confidence m himself " I’ll find it,” he 
repeated “ But one thmg more , if any people stop me, 
may I say that I come from you ’ ” 

“ They will see that you come from us ” 

“ How ’ ” 

“ The brand,” Anton said, pomtmg to two wavy marks, 
one above the other, on the horse’s quarter 
" Thank you agam,” Hi said, “ for all that you have done 
for me ” 

“ Good luck,” the girl said 
“ Come tell us how you got on,” Anton said 
" I will, indeed, if I may Thank you ” 

His horse was one of the rather small, sturdy, savannah 
ranch horses, bred m the uplands from the descendants 
of the conquerors’ mares by the staUions imported from 
England He was dark, wise and full of go 
“ Will he buck ? ” Hi asked 
“ If you meet a tiger ” 

" If a pig, he kick , so you know,” the girl said 
” Right Thanks Good-bye ” 

" Con Dios ” 

The horse was as eager to be gone as Hi to go He 
sailed sideways down the avenue Just as he turned mto 
the thicket. Hi looked back to wave to his fnends , they 
waved back to him In two seconds more they were out 
of sight , he was ndmg through forest that was all dropping 
dew and trailing mist 

“ I am really off at last,” he thou^t " Twenty-four 
hours late m startmg and twice as far from Anselmo as 
I was” 

The mist strayed itself out mto clearness and the tops 
of the trees began to ghtter as the sun rose higher Little 
birds came flying just m front of him, as though to show 
theix speed Their ones, as they flew, sounded as though. 
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each bird were callmg to " go it 111 go it fast enough,” 
he said 

For a long tune he heard no other noise than the cries of 
these birds and the drumming of the feet of the horse As 
he went on, he caught another noise, which at first he 
thought must be the wind m the tree-tops Then, as it 
grew louder, he recognised it as the noise of water He 
came round a curve upon a scene so beautiful that it made 
him puU up 

He came unexpectedly upon a ravine or gash in the hill. 
Close to him, on his left side, the hiU, which had always 
been steep, changed suddenly to crag, over which a brook 
was falhng m white, delaymg mists, for some seven hundred 
feet At the foot of the fall some long distant collapse had 
made an underchff, nearly flat, across which the water 
loitered m a broad shallow rock basm, till it reached another 
fall What he had been hearmg was the noise of the falls 

As the ravme and pool made a wide open space, all the 
hillside m front of him was m such hght that he could see, 
for the first tune, what colour can be The timber grew to 
great heights beyond the pool, but all the tunber down the 
glade was heaped and piled with a pouring fire of creeper 
m blossom A white flowered creeper had piled itself hke 
snow even to the tops of the green-hearts, and fell thence m 
streamers and banners 

All the crags, as well as the rocks of the pool, were of a 
pale blue colour, hke lapis lazuh Mists from the fallmg 
water made rambows all down the chff White birds 
cruised among the rambows and changed colour in them 

He saw all this m a few seconds of admiration Then he 
saw that the broad shallow pool was peopled by a pnest- 
hood, m rosy mantles, movmg with an exquisite peace along 
the water The leading pnest rose mto the air silently 
and gracefully , the others followed, till all the flight were 
movmg away, more hke flowers or thoughts or dreams than 
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birds He watched them till their effortless wings drooped 
them to some lower pool out of sight Those are the rosy 
ibises/’ he thought 

Damned pretty birds/’ his father had said, " only you 
don’t often get a shot at them ” 

He rode through the pool to the nsmg trail beyond , 
soon he was m the gloom agam, wmding up into the hills 
among forest I must be near the big dry pan or valley/’ 
he thought I hope I haven’t gone wrong ” 

Almost as he uttered the thought the thickets thinned 
to an undergrowth m blossom noisy with bees A few yards 
more brought hun out to the “ very big dry ” of the 
savannah, which was unlike anything ever seen by him 
His first thought was that it was the crater of a volcano 
or the bed of a lake, perhaps twenty miles long by seven 
broad It may welt have been both, m turn Now it was 
an expanse of grass rmged by hills Some eagles were 
cruismg over it , their majesty suited the vastn^ss of the 
expanse The emptmess and the freedon| of the vastness 
made Hi catch his breath He was the king of that space , 
there was nothing there but wmd and grass, with clumps 
of tussock-grass standmg out here and there 

He did not take it all m at once , then he thought, I 
was to meet peones here, who will set me on my way I 
see no peones ” 

A searchmg of the distance showed him, far off, some 
specks, some white, some dark Those are the herds/' 
he thought And the peones are with them How those 
white cattle shme m the sun But they are aU miles away 
from here There is none near me 
" But what was it that they said I was to look for ? 1 
was to go ' north-west across it to a hole, snap, so,’ ten 
miles away Well, let’s have a look That will be north- 
west, roughly And there, by George, xs a sort of snap 
m the hills, as though they were cut or broken That is 
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the pass he means , that is m.y way So let ns forward for 
there But what a place, 'what a land, what a life '' 

It was a good enough life: for a man, to nde that expanse 
on a horse worthy of such going The horse felt the stir of 
that freedom Hi felt hiin kindle beneath him mto the 
tireless stride of the horse of the savannah As he went, his 
hoofs drummed up mynads of glittermg green beetles which 
whirled about them and flew with them, sometimes setthng 
on horse or man, then wliirlng on agam, now with shrill- 
ness, now with droning, till the noise they made was the 
nde itself set to music I shall save her,*" he sang to the 
music, “ I shall save Carlotta And she will marry her 
man, of course, but all the same I shall have done that , 
and we shall be fnends of a special sort all our lives It 
wdl be something that nobody else will have 

He kept headed for the pass^ but his eyes roved the land 
for a peon Soon he was startled by the hght on the 
distance to his left , he had seen nothing hke it All the 
things m that southern distance became so distmct that he 
felt that he was looking at them through a telescope At 
the same time, the calls of the peones, the beating of their 
horses’ hoofs, and the movmgs of the cattle came to him 
from across the miles of the savannah “It is odd that 
thmgs should he so clear,'* he thought “ I should say it 
means ram ’* The tops of the southern hills bnghtened 
till they seemed to spout fLaoes into the sky These flames 
soon changed mto streamers of cirrus, less fiery than copper- 
coloured, with rose half-way up the heavens “ It is just 
as though the sky were feeling bilious,” he thought With 
this change in the heavens, sl change came into the air and 
mto the horse , all the delight of the going went , the 
beetles gave up their play Presently the copper-colour 
darkened along the hilltops to something hke the smoke of 
a burning 

“ It’s gomg to be a storm,** Hi thought “ I*d be just 
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as well m the cover of the pass before it breaks Come up, 
horse ” 

The horse made it clear that he was uneasy about some- 
thing, or was m some way feehng Hi's uneasmess He had 
become nervy and on edge m a way which Hi could not 
explam He himself felt nervy, but the restlessness of his 
horse fnghtened him “ I believe he smells some wild 
beast or snakes," Hi thought , but he could see neither , 
there seemed to be no creatures on that llano save some 
beasts like tailless rats and a few birds which piped and fled 
The edge of the clouds tattered out mto rags which soon 
laid hold of the sun so that all the ]oy died from the 
scene 

" We're in for a storm and a half," Hi thought, " one of 
those electncal storms my father was always gassmg 
about " He took a look to his left, where now the darkness 
had blotted out the Ime of the hills, then he took a look to 
his right, where the hills stood m a glow which made them 
look hke hills in hell Straight ahead was the gash or pass 
by which he was to descend He could see no cattle nor 
peones there “ Perhaps they are m the pass," he thought, 

m some ranch or corral there But I hope they are, for 
then I may find some shelter " 

The air had long since lost its zest It was flat yet 
heavy, though both Hi and the horse were sweatmg, there 
was a feehng of death bemg present, which suggested cold , 
all kinds of evil seemed about to happen Waifs and 
strays of thought came mto Hi's mmd and went out of it , 
he felt that he could not concentrate upon any one of 
them A few drops of ram splashed down, like florms and 
half-crowns, with a rattle on the tough grass 

He had made an effort to be in the pass before the storm 
broke He reached it m tune but, bemg there, he found it 
gnm enough It was a gash, between two chffs of rotten 
rock, which curved round mto a grimmer gash, all black 
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With a grove of vast trees Better under the trees than 
in the open/' he thought, so he turned towards the cover 
The noise of the hoofs upon the stones made echoes like 
the smackmg of nails mto a coffin That's got you, 
that's got you/' the smacking seemed to say, “ that's got 
you " He stopped the horse, so that the echoes might 
stop Lookmg back at the crater over which he had ridden, 
he found that he could see httle save a greyness out of which 
came a sighing All the place seemed to moan at him with 
a moan of despair, that sounded hke, ** Oh, it's got us at 
last " Out of the greyness a coldness came suddenly from 
the icefields on the mountam Then the great grassy 
expanse disappeared from view The storm, sweeping up, 
shut out the world Very httle more," he thought, " and 
I should have been caught m the open " Suddenly streaks 
of greyness ran hke men along the ground and struck 
flashes with their feet " By George, it's ram," he said , 
" it's all ram This is ram mdeed " 

On the instant, the greyness sighed into a hissing, hissed 
mto a rushing, and rushed mto a roarmg It sucked up 
all the last of the savannah, surged over the mouth of the 
pass, beat Hi breathless and engulfed him, m a roarmg of 
pourmg, as though a nver were faUmg Hi felt that he 
was freezmg and that ever3^hing else had turned to water 
he was m water and imder water, the air he breathed was 
water the earth his horse stood on was running water 
Thunder sounded not far off he could not see the hght- 
nmg, but remembered his father's stones of iron outcrops 
m the rocks near the Meruel border, which seemed to 
''attract" any hghtnmg there might be He did not 
know whether iron outcrops could " attract " hghtnmg , 
probably it was one of his father's msane theones, but it 
might be the fact, m which case he was near the Meruel 
border, and might be standmg on the magazme waitmg for 
the spark The thought of trying to push on, through the 
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ram, did not enter his head he could not see twenty yards 
in any direction 

The violence of the rain lasted for some two hours, after 
which it relented to a downpour not worse than that of 
steady rain in England When once it had relented thus, 
it steadied, as though it would never cease it was this 
steadmess which daunted Hi It’s raining hke an eight- 
day clock,” Hi thought ‘‘ It might keep on at this pace for 
days ” He sought to the thickest cover that he could find 
and hoped for the best In another hour, the heavens 
descended on hun, so that while water streamed from 
heaven and forest, the air was a greyness of meltmg and 
moving cloud AH the forest was ahve with the rushmgs, 
the laughters and the forebodings of rain falhng or being 
shaken sometimes it came at him hke the footsteps of 
enemies, sometimes like lamentings, anon with a crackle 
as though a pack were afoot ” The horse would take me 
out of this,” he thought, but he would take me straight 
back to the estancia, so that I should have to start agam 
rd better wait here After all, if it rams like this it must 
ram itself out before long no clouds could stand it I 
wonder where all the cloud can come from As soon as 
this mist or cloud or fog goes. I’ll push on ” 

Having made his plan, he stuck to it the cloud seemed 
to do the same , it did not go it even mcreased till the 
earth seemed meltmg and the air hquid ”GoEy,” Hi 
thought, this cloud isn’t going to go I may be here for 
days ” He reckoned that he had been there already for 
some hours I must find some browsmg for the horse ” 

This the horse found without going far from where they 
were he led the way to some shrubs, which he ate with 
relish hope he knows what is good for him,” Hi 
thought, '' for I don't ” 

He secured the horse from straying then he sought 
about for a shelter from this never-ceasing drip there was 
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no shelter m sight Trobably there isn't one anywhere/' 
he thought, shuddering “ I shall be here for the day and 
night, and goodness knorshow^much longer besides " 

He had come back to his horse, partly from fear of losing 
him, partly for his company, w'hen the gre3mess dimmed to 
a greater density, so that he coiald not see his outstretched 
hand In this dimness an eternity passed The ram 
continued unabated He cojitrived to tend the horse, and 
to give him some of the com which Anton had provided ; 
later, when he had watered him, he contnved to tether him 
securely near the bushes where he could browse After 
this he himself ate, very sparingly, of the food which Anton 
had given When he had supped, it was dark the night 
had fallen Hi made hioseh a nest of unease m the 
edible bush, which smelt like his mother's tooth-powder 
Lymg on a mess of trampled boughs, which kept him off 
the mud, he crouched himself into a ball till something like 
warmth came mto him , tbea he even slept a little, m 
starts and nightmares, frera which he would leap up, ^ 
terrified that the horse had gone 
This was his second night upon the road to fetch Don 
Manuel At about the tme "when he lay down upon his 
boughs Ezekiel Rust, dead beat, pulled up somewhere in 
sight of the hghts of Saa jaemto city, at the other end of 
the Central Province Out there in the barrens, the old 
man was comfortmg his borse, before lymg down m the 
sage with a rope round lim to keep off the snakes He 
had had such a nde as he had never dreamed of , but being 
soft to the saddle, after seine years m a town, he could go 
no further without a rest. 
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S OME hours after midnight. Hi woke aching with 
cramps and dripping with sweat it was oppressively 
hot and still all the forest was holding its breath, as 
though about to do somethmg dreadful There was a 
dehberation, even about the droppmgs from the trees 
“ Golly.” Hi thought, ” it feels as though the earth were 
gomg to open ” It was pitch dark m the forest ’ the mist 
had gone from the trees, yet there was no glimmer of any 
star the moon, being young, was long smce gone The 
stew of air gave Hi the feelmg that a heaven of cast-iron 
was descending bodily upon the tree-tops to squeeze the 
earth flat 

The suspense of waitmg for the heaven to fall was 
broken suddenly by thunder, ram and wmd, all rising m 
violence until, at about an hour after dawn, they reached 
a pitch such as Hi had not bdieved to be possible Then, 
while the forest was crashmg with faUmg boughs and trees, 
and the air all vehement water and flymg fragments, the 
heart suddenly went out of the storm , the darkness from 
above rolled away to leeward, showmg the sun The wmd, 
which had been a thing of death, at once became a thmg of 
healmg the storm was over nature was freed from 
pnson Hi could go on 

He could go on , but he had lost another complete day 
and the gomg was changed He was m a world of mud like 
the first chaos AH the wood was littered with thousands 
of yoimg leaves, twigs and caterpfllais The milhoned 
hfe, which had thrust at the first rams, had been washed 
to a smahn by these last The ground of the wood had 
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been so worked by the ram that it looked and trod hke a 
ploughed field m a wet November He rode out of the 
wood, all streammg as he was, towards the guliey of the 
pass For one glorious minute, he saw all thmgs ghtter m 
the sun the warmth beat upon him like life itself , then 
the ram began agam not heavy ram, but a steady trickle 
By this time, he was in the ravme of the pass mto which 
every guliey, meuse and cranny, as well as the gashes cut 
by the storm, had been draming for many hours A mess 
as of a dozen ploughed fields, of different colours of clay, 
had been washed into the pass, plastered there and 
sprmkled with boulders Here and there boulders too big 
to shift had stood as obstructions to the floods Near 
these, small boulders and ndges of rotten stone had been 
washed or flung so as to form moraines or dams across the 
hollow of the valley Sometimes these dams held pools of 
water many feet m depth All the pass rang with the 
noise of faUmg water 

He went on, cold and soaked , on foot m the mud, leading 
a miserable horse through pools, morasses and over stones 
The ram fell steadily, and there was no road nor signpost, 
nothmg but the direction of the guliey down the hill, the 
noise of water, sometimes buds, but never beast nor man 
“ And the worse of it is,” he thought, ” that I must be 
commg to that place where I was to turn off, if I was to 
turn off That was what he meant, I thmk that I had to 
go to the left of a crossmg I only hope that it will clear 
before I reach the place ” 

It did not clear it went on rammg 
” This IS what father meant,” he thought, when he 
said, ' You’ll thank me before the year’s out for sendmg 
you to a land of the sun ’ ** 

He wondered much into what kmd of country he had 
come, for he could see so httle, except the faces of rocks 
afl streaming, then mist, then folds of hill, from which 
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streamers of ram came out and passed Presently he came 
to trees which had hard leaves that clacked his teeth 
clacked m sympathy Not long after this, he came to a 
bndge, not over but m a torrent, and here he had to 
blmdfold his horse to get him across On the other side 
of the bndge, at a httle distance above the waters, was a 
stone with an mscnption m T.atiTi 

Pray for the souls 
Of Espmar, Gamarro, Velarde 
Drowned here 


He wondered as he looked back at the bridge, with the 
water swirhng across it between the balusters of the 
parapets, how he had ever crossed. He patted his horse 
for bemg sudi a sport ” He judged that this nver must 
be the upper waters of the nver at La Boca , but any sense 
of direction was long smce gone from him he did not 
know where he was 


Memory of his fnend’s direction, that there was no road 
to the nght, made him edge to his left, whenever there was 
an opemng He was not on any track or trail now, but 
m mud or scrub among the clouds, sometimes rocks 
^med out at him, sometimes trees When he halted as 
he sometimes did, to shout, m the hope of an answer, he 
had no answer, save the noise of the ram that wept as 
though all hope were gone » Well, if I go on, I Lust 

w^ted to, because the nver's nsmg, and nothmg would 

VT r ^ 's, that there won’t 

be My forest fever yet, smce the rams aren’t at an end » 

cold and misery as most fevers could have 
^ hmi He noticed after a time that he was gomg up- 

Mlagam After some hours of this he came mtL Lit 
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of giant trees There was no undergrowth and little light 
in this forest He rode m a gloom full of sighmg like 
voices and full of droppmg hke footsteps The ram seeped 
m films apd streaks through this wood mists of it paused 
in places, like ghosts lookmg at him from behmd trees 
Sudden gusts sent rushes of water to the ground with the 
noise of the steps of beasts It was m this wood that the 
ram began to slacken 

At first, he thought that this was only a seemmg, due to 
the shelter of the trees , but soon the mists of the ram 
cleared from the boles, which at once became like gods for 
bulk and silence Soon the birds and insects reappeared , 
ants came to forage among what the ram had brought to 
earth , ticks fell from the ttees , the big red and yellow 
fungi at the tree roots unrolled themselves mto enormous 
spiders which waved their front legs at Hi in a ternfymg 
rhythm, as though they were tiymg to hypnotise him 
They did it slowly, with their eyes fixed upon him They 
seemed to be repeatmg 

Fee, Fi, Fo, Fum, 

I smell the blood of an Enghshman 

Hi could see no tracks an 5 rwhere on that wet earth, but he 
reahsed that his horse was leading him somewhere 

Good old boy,” he said, you know more about these 
parts than I do If you can brmg me to any comfort 1*11 
be grateful ” 

A long time passed before comfort appeared It came 
with the bnghtenmg of the light m the gaps among the 
treetops the very sight of this was warmth to him “ The 
sun,” he said, ” I*IL do it yet, if I can only find someone to 
direct me ” The horse went straight ahead tfii at about 
two m the afternoon, as Hi guessed, Tie paused and 
whmnied, and horses whmmed m reply 

There, at a little distance in front of him, on a 
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patch, where the trees, being small, had been easily cleared, 
was a hut or shack with smoke nsmg from the chimney 
It was a white man's, not an Indian's, hut, because it was 
Sided and ended with unbarked planks and roofed with 
shmgles It was old and fallmg to pieces It must have 
been deserted for years, Hi thought, yet smoke was rising 
from it Beside it was a long, ruinous penthouse or shed, 
\^ith a tom canvas cnb or manger running along its waU 
I suppose it IS an outlying camp," Hi thought, " or some 
old wmter house for the timber cutters , anyhow, thank 
Heaven, there are people there " He could see two pale 
faces peermg round the half-opened door at him When 
he lifted his eyes from the house, he saw, at a httle distance, 
two tethered horses pausmg from their grass to stare at 
him As he advanced from his halting place, the faces at 
the door moved forward, so that he could make out a man 
and a woman The man advanced to a pace beyond the 
door He was a short, fresh-coloured man, with fair hair, 
and a small sandy moustache What Hi noticed more 
particularly was that the man looked guilty, as though he 
had been caught m the act of something He's scared 
at somethmg," Hi thought When the man saw that Hi 
was only a boy, a rehef came over his face, a rehef so great 
that it made him laugh unpleasantly 
The woman had drawn back out of sight mside the shed, 
where {from the sound) she seemed to be domg something 
with bedclothes, makmg a bed or packmg something in 
blankets Hi thought There's something fishy here 
I've caught them m the act at something And it must 
be pretty bad or he wouldn't be in such a funk " 

Is this the way to Anselmo ? " Hi asked The rr^^v 
looked blank Hi repeated the question, more than once , 
after a while the woman came to the door 
** Anselmo ^ " she asked 
Si, SI, Anselmo ” 
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Por aqui, Anselmo ” 

She -was a willowy woman, all slink and gleam, with a 
speck m one eye and something swollen m hp and nose 
This IS, then, the way to Anselmo,” Hi said '' La 
via a Anselmo ^ The calle or route a TAnselmo ^ '' 

Si, SI,” the woman said, noddmg 
The first wish of the couple, to get the stranger away 
from the hut, without letting him peep mside, now changed 
to another wish a strange look passed between them, 
which made Hi uneasy The man had enormous fore-arm 
muscles his nght fore-arm had been bruised or scraped 
quite recently In his trousers he had a gun pocket which 
plainly had been used for a gun, though no gun was there at 
the moment 

Por aqui, Anselmo,” the man said, taking Hi's bridle 
and turning the horse away from the shack 
“ He show you,” the woman said m Enghsh 
" Is it far to Anselmo ? ” Hi asked 
The man said he could not understand 
I don*t understand, either,” Hi thought, " what you 
two have been up to, here in the forest You aren't hving 
here , you only came here an hour ago , because there are 
no tracks to the door, except bran new ones Why do you 
two come here in the rams to pack somethmg m blankets ^ 
What were you packing m blankets ^ ” What indeed ^ 

The man led hun past the two tethered horses into the 
forest on the trail by which the horses had come there an 
hour or so before Hi had noticed horse tracks ever smce 
he was a child he noticed suddenly the track‘d of a third 
horse m the soft earth Three horses had come towards 
the shack that morning the third had gone off suddenly 
into the forest Why ^ 

The man led on, saymg nothing, but thinking the more 
Glancmg back, Hi saw the woman moving from the shack 
mto the forest I wonder if I'm gomg to be led round 
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to meet her/' lie thought ‘‘ And if so, why ^ '' Glancmg 
forward, Hi saw that the man was looking at him with a 
strange expression 

'' I beheve they're up to no good," he thought I'll 
get out of it " 

For a moment, he did not know how to get out of it, nor 
how he could manage without a guide if he did Then the 
certamty that this couple were wicked urged him to act 
Somethmg said m his bram, " Behmd that door they had 
a lad like you, whom they had murdered " A picture 
formed m his bram of the woman behmd the door, rolling 
.a body in a blanket Whenever she rolled the body face 
up, the face which showed was his own “ It may be aH 
imagmation," he thought, but I'll go on alone " 

He checked the horse, with a sign to the man he did not 
know what on earth he was to do next 
** Dis done," he said in a mixed speech " Esta Anselmo 
lorn d'lci^ Anselmo sabe^ Anselmo, est il bien 
loin > La viUe d' Anselmo, est il far ? " 

The man nodded his head and grmned, as though to ~ 
reassure him Somethmg m the man's face, the pouchy 
look under the eyes, reminded Hi of one of the portraits of 
Henry VIII it looked evd from evil done and evd plaimmg 
The man turned to his path and seemed about to lead the 
horse off the trad " I daresay," Hi thought, the woman 
is the shot she has the revolver He'll lead me round to 
her and she'll pot me from behmd a bush Yet he's as 
strong as an ox I can't hit him or break from him without 
getting the worst of it What can I do ^ " 

The voice m his bram said, " Scare him " , but he^did not 
seem to be an easy man to scare I could make the horse 

shy," he thought, " though if I do that, I may be bucked 
off myself " 

Dis done," he said agam, " sont ds beaucoup de 
guardias civdes m Anselmo ^ Moi, ]e ne veux pas le police. 
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Sabe ^ Comprende Usted ^ Police ^ Muchas guardias me 
muchas afraido 

The man said something m his sullen way that all would 
be well, better than well agam he turned to his task, 
leading the horse off the trail 

Thmgs are gettmg to be cntical/' Hi thought I 
must try a scare '' 

He was about to try some sudden startling of the horse, 
when the woman called out somethmg The man stopped 
and shouted m reply from the woman’s answer Hi made 
out that she wanted the man for some reason, to do some- 
thmg which she could not do '' Wants him to load the 
revolver, probably,” he thought The man seemed vexed at 
the request he seemed to ask if she could not manage 
as she was she answered ” No ” 

The man growled m his throat Bah Las mujeres ” 
He let go the rem, with a look of threat and misgivmg 
He said something to Hi, which seemed to mean You 
stay here a mmute I’ll be back directly ” He strode off 
m the direction from which the woman had called Hi 
let him go about ten yards, then he turned his horse, and 
urged him up The man turned and called out to him 
to stop Glancing back, as the horse got mto his stride. Hi 
saw the man runnmg back to where the horses were tethered 
'' The brute’s gomg to chase me,*’ he thought And 
he'll track me, even if I dodge him The worst of it is, 
that I don’t know whether I am headed for Ansehno or the 
new Jerusalem , but I must come out somewhere if I keep 
on This forest can't go on for ever ” 

This was true , but he had a memory of his father saying, 
The forest goes all the way to Cualiina9u on the Matuhn- 
gas, 1,500 miles if its an mch ” If he happened to be 
heading for Cualima9u, his journey to Anselmo was hkely 
to be protracted For the moment, however, his thought 
was to get away from these people 
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Almost at once, his horse shied from a pool of blood 
where men had trodden withm the hour It was surrounded 
by big blue butterflies as greedy for salt as English butter- 
flies for honey “ That's where the murder was," he 
thought, “ and those two will follow me because they know 
that I know ” 

After an hour, however, when he halted for the third 
tune to hsten for the sound of pursuit, he felt Sure that 
he was not pursued He rode on slowly through the forest, 
ieavmg the direction to the horse, who now seemed to know 
where he was gomg As far as he could tell, in the gk>om 
of under the trees, he went westwards but not directly, for 
the thorn thickets forced him now m one direction, now in 
another 

Presently the horse cocked his ears at somethmg and 
challenged Hi halted, expecting and fearmg to see some 
wild beast, but m a few seconds he saw that there was a 
horse m front of him, standmg still among the tree trunks 
watchmg him, some fifty yards ahead He was almost 
invisible at first, for a horse will fade mto any background 
or dimness , as he became distmct, Hi saw th§,t he was 
saddled and bndled, though not mounted 

" That is it," he thought, the brute has headed me off 
This IS the murderer He has slipped off his horse there, 
and IS somewhere among the trees waitmg to pot me Even 
if I dodge him, there'E stiE be Mrs Now my only chance 
IS to dodge " 

He was about to dodge, knowing the futihty of dodgmg, 
when the horse strode out of his covert mto view He was 
a darker horse than the two big sorrels tethered near the 
shack He had a runmng cut on his side and a saddle 
twisted underneath him He came rampmg from his place, 
full of power and alarm By George, it's the dead man's 
horse," Hi cned, ** and what a beauty I'E have btm 
However, the horse had been terrified once that dav. 
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Hi's coming set lum off again full tilt into the wilderness 
with his stirrups hymg from flank to foreleg or swinging 
back to clank under his belly Presently, the girth buckle 
broke, the saddle fell and made him stumble, but he 
recovered, shook it clear and strode off mto the woods 
Soon after his stridmgs had ceased to beat m the ears, 
the air above began to sigh with the homings of countless 
birds which settled on the trees with crymgs and shnekmgs 
Then suddenly there came a darkenmg all over the forest, 
as though the hght had been turned off at a tap Hi 
knew what this meant His father had often told him 
that when the sun went behmd Mount Melchior the hght 
went off, so that you couldn't see to shoot " Now here 
I am with the day gone," he thought '' It will soon be dark, 
and I have not yet started for Anselmo Buck up, old horse, 
and get me out of the forest " 

The horse seemed to be bound for somewhere , but after 
another hour of going, when it was begmnmg to be dark, he 
was still m the forest He could see no gleam of open 
country nor hear an3rwhere any noise of men When he 
halted to shout, he had no answer, except the sudden 
silence of birds and beasts He was there m the depths, out 
of the reach of his kmd, as alone as a man can be 
Perhaps m the past the horse had had some happiness in 
that part of the forest, which led him thither now When it 
was almost too dark to go further, he bore his nder into a 
space where Indians had made a cassava patch by burning 
off the trees Indians and cassava dirubs were long since 
gone, but the space was stiH clear of forest In that 
patch of ground, some eighty by fifty yards across, there 
was taU grass of a bright yellow colour between two and 
three feet high About this, the trees grew to le^ than their 
usual size, bemg (as it seemed) bowed down by the wei^t 
of the creepers Over the patch was the dome or depth 
of violet sky in which there were already stars 
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The horse thrust into the patch and fell to eating greedily 
Hi dismounted to look about him , he found that there 
was water at one edge of the patch 

"I'd better stay here for the night/' he thought, 
because Fm lost Inihe mommg perhaps I may be able 
to find a way out If I could only see the sun or Polans 
I would be out m no tune " 

He unsaddled his horse, rubbed him well down with 
grass, and havmg haltered him, hitched him to a tree 
He gathered him some armsfuU of the grass, and talked 
to him, as he ate, for comfort 

All through his nde he had not tasted food, because of 
something he had said to himself at breakfast, " I hope my 
next meal may be at Anselmo " Now, when he saw plainly 
that he could not reach Anselmo for many hours to come, 
he drew his food from his bags The ram had made a paste 
of the bread, but he scraped some of the paste together and 
ate it with some sausage , he drank of the water of the pan, 
which smacked of the marsh He reckoned that he still 
had one tolerable meal of paste left m his bag, and one 
good feed of oats for the horse These thmgs he resolved 
to keep m reserve Under the paste of the bread he found 
five silver pesetas, which Anton or the girl had hidden 
for him 

He was much touched by this 

But his mam feelmg was one of overwhelmmg anxiety for 
his fnends who were depending on hmi " Oh, they must 
ieel that I have failed them/' he thought " They must 
have sent someone else If tins has happened to 'Zeke as 
well, God help Carlotta God help her " 

A strange whiteness of hght glimmered high up m the 
trees m a few moments it died, leavmg all thmgs strangely 
dark, 

" Here is the mght," he thought " Oh, it is lonely 
Tins is my thirdmght away and I haven't even started yet 
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But I'll get my bearings and start at dawn I'll get through 
somehow " 

The stars deepened overhead the birds lapsed mto 
silence what noises there had been m the wood became 
suddenly stealthier Little bnght bummgs came and went 
in the air as the fireflies began Hi gathered more grass for 
the horse, tned bis tether, and then made himself a nest 
of grass m which he could not sleep, because of the cold 

Dunng the mommg of this, the third day, of Hi's journey, 
Ezekiel Rust came at a gallop to the house at Encamaaon, 
where Don Mamiel watched beside the dead body of his 
mother Bemg admitted to Don Manuel, he delivered his 
"message, with what news he could add from the underworld 
of Medmas Don IManuel waited for half an hour, while 
his mother's body was huned , then he rode to San Jacmto 
city, to mtercept any other messenger commg from the 
capital By the early aftem'oon he was summoning all 
his fnends and adherents in the Western Provmces to 
come with arms, fodder and horses to a rendezvous east 
of the nver At about the time when Hi was settlmg to 
his nest, Don Manuel's first supporter, Pascuai Mestas, 
came m to the rendezvous with twenty men from Santiago 
Ezekiel Rust was given a bed m the mn at San Jacmto, 
with the promise that he should not want agam m life 
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A fter some hours, by crouchmg knee to chin, 
covered by his saddle, a kmd of warmth crept 
over Hi, so that he slept an uneasy sleep, full of 
cramps and nightmares 

Uneasy as it was, it was deep Etermty seemed to go 
over him like a sea Down at the bottom of its pit, he 
became conscious that the imiverse was vast, and that in 
the depth of it, one httle ache, which went from his back 
mto his stomach, from the cold, was himself All kinds of 
vast thmgs watched this ache with mdifference , but the 
ache was all-important to himself It kept urgmg him to 

nse “ That is the pomt,” he muttered. “ I’ve got to rise 
I’ve got to nse ” 

Somethmg from the heart of thmgs was callmg him to 
nse With an effort he shook himself out of the cramps 
and nightmares mto the coolness and stiUness of reality 
He thrust aside the saddle and sat up, achmg There were 
the stars overhead, m aU those odds and ends of constella- 
tions of the southern heaven which have no easy gmdes 
for the wanderer like King Charles’s Warn The grass was 
all pale about hun, the trees were all black, tree-tops and 
grass-tops seemed to waver a httle somethmg near the 
water pan made a tickmg noise, as though some mouse 
were snouting there under fallen twigs 
From ah these thmgs, he came suddenly to focus on the 
thmg which mattered His horse was starmg mtently 
^1% and silently at somethmg which Hi could not see 
Has was why he had been called upon to nse Thesleepmg 
partn^ m las horse had called him up to fece the enemy. 

198 
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A wave of fear passed from the horse mto the master , Hi 
sat up to stare as the horse stared , he rose to his knees and 
stared 

He could see nothing but the film of the grass agamst the 
black of the forest, yet somewhere m that space 'was some- 
thing at which the horse was staung with all his nature 
In ihat dimness and indistmctness before the darkness 
something was abroad, not stirrmg, but staring at ihem 
What was it ? Was it a snake waitmg to strike, or a puma, 
or a ghost out of the grave '> There was nothing to show, 
nothmg to see , but both knew that there was somethmg, 
deadly unspeakable Hi felt the hair nse on his brow he 
heard the sweat dnp from himself and his horse 

How long this lasted he never knew, but at last, from 
that mdistinctness m front, there came the faintest of 
sounds, that marked the endmg of the tension Somethmg 
dark seemed on the mstant to merge back into the darkness 
behind it There was no noise of step or tread, no motion 
m the grass, nothmg that one could swear to seemg, only 
the suggestion of a scent, like the ghost of the flavour of 
musk, and then the knowledge that the thing was no longer 
there He beheved that his horse sighed with rehef, as 
iie himself did 

He could see nothmg, but the horse saw Hi saw the 
horse’s eyes follow the thmg slowly round What thing 
was it that could move so dowly > What thmg of pre- 
caution was moving, pausing and dehberatmg ^ When it 
dehberated, its will hardened agamst them, the horse knew 
it, and Hi knew it from the horse The fear came agam, 
that the thing might strike, had almost made up its mmd to 
strike it had some kmd of a mind 

Yet agam the tension snapped suddenly, with a sigh of 
relief from horse and man the evil seemed to withdraw, so 
that the horse felt free to change his position Then the 
night, which for some mmutes had seemed to hold her 
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breath, began again to speak with her myriad voices out of 
the darkness of her cruelty The whisper and the droning 
of the forest sharpened mto the mstlmgs of snakes, the 
wails of victims, the cry of the bats after the moths, and 
the moan of the miUion msects seekmg blood 
For some two hours Hi stayed by his horse, waitmg and 
watchmg, till at last he felt free to he down to rest The 
insects look toll of him, but he contnved some shelter, 
and being young, as well as weary, he slept again He may 
perhaps have slept for as much as an hour 
He was wakened suddenly by that mner messenger who 
told him that the danger, whatever it was, had returned 
He heard the horse wheel round with a little cry to face 
in a new direction Hi faced it, but agam could see nothmg 
but a blackness of trees, now like steel at the tops from the 
false dawn Hi stood beside the horse, with an arm on his 
neck, starmg There was tenseness and silence, with fear 
passmg from beast to man and back agam What was 
there, Hi could not see, but the horse saw AE that Hi 
thought that he could distmguish was a blotch of blackness 
which wavered agamst the blackness that was steadfast 
It seemed to him to be some snake swoEen to the size of 
an upnght at Stonehenge When the waiting became 
unbearable he chaEenged 
** I see you,” he said ” What do you want ^ ” 

There came no answer, nor any sound from the thing , the 
only result of the chaUenge seemed to be ihat the tenseness 
became more tense and the sEence more stiU Starmg 
forward more mtently, Hi felt that the blotch of blackness 
wBs not there, but that somethmg was there, but what 
thing ^ Ah, what thing could it be that was slow, sEent 
as <he coming of a fever, and deadher than pestEence ? 
It was there makmg up its mmd for half an hour 
Then, as before, m one instant it was not it was gone. 
Jookai up at the heaven suddenly, to find that the steel 
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of the tree-tops was now burnished with colour Some birds^ 
m those tree-tops nght over where the danger had been now 
woke all together with ejaculations and the clapping of 
wmgs, which spread from tree to tree, till all the forest 
was awake High, shnll cackhngs and screammgs, full of 
good spirits and energy rang aloud all over the wood With 
a clattermg of the quiUs of wmg-feathers, some big birds 
shook themselves loose from sleep After a time, flocks 
of little birds passed overhead with thm, sweet cnes The 
false dawn, which had made the sky warm with colour, 
died away mto dimness , then, almost at once, the darkness 
thmned and dispersed colour surged mto mid-heaven m 
flames of scarlet, which made the tree-tops glow Withm a 
few mmutes it was dawn Hi was cold, miserable, swollen 
and itchmg from bites, but safe from the powers of dark- 
ness , the mght was gone , he had never imderstood what 
mght was, now he knew 

In the glow of the warmth with all thmgs so full of colour 
he looked at the place where the danger had threatened 
The danger had now gone, the horse was eatmg at peace 
There was no trace nor track that Hi could read, nor any 
mark that he could find, that might not have been made 
by himself or the horse Yet about the places where the 
danger had been a flavour or sicklmess of musk still hngered, 
so famtly that it could hardly be noted ** It is not musk, 
either,"' Hi said to himself ‘‘ It has a sort of edge to it 
It IS the smell of some stuff that kiHs, it has to do with 
death This is a deadly place , we"ll be gone from it 

Havmg groomed and fed his horse and himself, he set out 
from that clearmg “ I have got my bearings now,” he 
said I am facmg north, probably straight towards 
Anselmo Any gomg to the nght will bring me out towards 
La Boca , any gomg to the left will put me too far to the 
west As I am headed now, I ought to be clear of the 
forest by noon I don't know what Rosa will think of me, 
o 
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losing all ihis tune, but I’ll get there somehow, so that she 
shan’t he too much ashamed of me ” 

He had not ndden for two mmutes before he felt a change 
m his horse , all the gallantry was gone from his going, 
there was no spark nor stir passing from horse to rider 
“ Poor old boy/' he thought, he has been awake all night, 
from that thmg m the clearmg, he is feehng a bit tucked 
up He went gently through the forest for rather more 
than an hour It was good gomg, more open than it had 
been the day before, with patches of savannah where the 
trend of the shadows gave him hxs directions He was 
thankful for these savannahs, because of their warmth and 
colour, which restored him like draughts of wme But his 
horse went on hke a log beneath him, with no hfe nor spint, 
and his own heart was troubled enough at aU the delays 
At least, I am started now," he thought 
He came to a green expanse, broken up with pools of 
water, where reeds of dehcate stems, topped by pale blue 
tufts of flowers, attracted multitudes of golden-throats, 
which poised at each tuft and glittered as they fluttered 
The patch was perhaps three hundred yards across and of 
an mtense glittering greenness " Soft gomg," Hi muttered * 
" this IS bog" 

The horse knew somethmg about earth of that greenness. 
He would have none of it Hi dismounted to look at it , 
it looked like bottomless bog leadmg to deep water, with 
bog on the further side In the midst of the green expanse 
there was a sort of hubbhng wnggle of small snakes 
Sometimes a red turtle crawled out of a pool, wallowed along 
the mud and sank into another ** Here's a lively place," 
Hi thought " I'll have to get round it I'll work round 
here to the nght and go round the end of it " ^ 

He set off m good spints, but after two miles or more of 
exploration he found no end of it Instead of an end, the 
bog seemed to have a growth m that direction mto a lake 
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or pool edged with bottomless mud Something m the 
water,- whether tmcture or germ, had killed the trees which 
it had touched Three or four hundred dead trees stood in 
a pool the colour;^ of stagnant blood, each tree was leafless 
and barkless they stood as bones, silent save for the beetles 
clicking on them Here's a nice place/' Hi thought 
It would be first rate as a shrubbery to a morgue " 
There was no sign of any way across or round that bog 
The blood-pool stretched on to what looked like an oil-pool, 
black and rancid, with prismatic gleams oozing outwards 
from it Beyond this, there was swamp, with enormous 
plants with branches hke wrater-hly roots, or like knots of 
snakes intertwisted, nsmg from the pools The bark of 
these twigless branches had been gashed, perhaps in some 
act of growth, so that it hung in weepers, showing the red 
or yellow flesh beneath , “ beggars with sores,” Hi called 
them 

” Smce I can't get round here,” he said, ” I must go back 
and try the other end ” The mosquitoes were eatmg him 
ahve here, so that when he clapped his neck suddenly his 
hand was covered with blood As he had heard that oil 
wdl drive away mosquitoes, he smeared his hands, face and 
neck with the skimmmgs of one of the pools , this reheved 
him for a time 

At the other end, he found a tongue of dry land which 
seemed to thrust nght across the bog ” Here is a way,'* 
he thought, ” this will take me over ” He set out upon it 
with good hope 

After a mile of open gomg, the reeds closed m on both 
sides of him, so that he rode in a narrow space between 
ranks of stems, grey-green and golden, topped by plumes of 
blge The horse needed contmual urging forward, until 
he came to a patch of a plant like rest-harrow, which 
attracted him , he seemed eager to crop it 
** Well, if it's gomg to do you good, old boy/' Hi said. 
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you*d better eat some '' He slipped the bit from his 
mouth to let him eat, but it proved to be a sick beast's 
fancy, he would not eat He plucked two or three 
croppmgs, but dropped them from his mouth Hi didn't 
hke the look of his eyes nor the feel of his skin What is 
it, old son ^ " he asked What is tummg you up ^ W^as 
It the ram yesterday, or what ^ " 

The horse drooped his head and trembled a httle " This 
IS bad," Hi thought, " but I must get on, cruelty or no He 
may be better presently ” 

He led the horse forward till he reached a place where 
the reeds grew across the causeway He thrust mto the 
reeds for a minute, when he found that he was treading in 
water over his shoes Four or five mches down, the roots 
of the reeds, the surface of the earth, or both thmgs together, 
made a hard bed on which he could walk I think it will 
be all nght," he said , it seems fairly safe anyway, this 
IS my direction , this bog can't last much longer I must 
be almost across, and I simply won't waste time by trying 
for another way " 

He slopped on slowly for another hundred yards, leadmg 
the horse The reeds grew thicker as he proceeded They 
were hard in the leaf like cactus and tough m the stem hke 
bamboo He had to back mto them, draggmg the horse^ 
who came unwilhngly, sometimes he could not break 
through, but had to edge round a clump It was hot work 
paddlmg backward thus After the first hundred yards 
the water began to deepen Birds which had never before 
seen a man moved away at his commg , a deep, mtense 
dronmg of msects sounded about him msects got mto his 
eyes and seemed to like bemg there Many midges, with 
tmy black spots upon their wmgs, thrust under the wnat- 
bands of his ^rt and below his collar, where they bit hke 
sparks of fire Suddenly the reeds let m a great deal more 
light he had backed ftrough mto the open He found 
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hxmself standing almost knee deep m a lake of water two or 
three miles long by a mile broad There was no way across 
from there he had come the wrong way 

Perhaps, in his disappointment, had his horse been fit, 
he might have tned to swim across, holdmg to his horse’s 
tail The temptation to try was strong m him , the water, 
though deep, looked so beautiful, and the distance, in that 
hght, so small What made him hesitate was a patch of 
weed near the further shore I might get snarled up m 
that,” he thought, or come to a mud patch and not be 
able to land ” 

At the instant, somethmg gave a sharp and savage pluck 
at his leg, he kicked the thmg from him and at once 
splashed back among the reeds One of those snappers 
that father was always gassmg about,” he thought, as he 
recovered from his start, ‘^he always said that the fresh- 
water fish would eat a man I must give up swimmmg 
it, that’s all ” 

He turned back m depression through the reeds Just 
as I thought I’d crossed it,” he muttered His horse 
seemed to share his depression He came back through 
the reeds in a way which seemed to say, ” I could have told 
you that you couldn’t cross here Now you’ll have to fag 
all the way hack agam, and you know that I have not any 
strength to waste ” Gomg back made him realise how 
much further he had come than he had supposed It 
seemed to be miles to the startmg place, but he reached it 
at last 

” Dash it all,” he said, while he halted to consider, ” I 
beheve that this is the place which Anton mentioned the 
place he meant when he said I couldn’t go so, because 
there was no ground Weil, if I’d only thought of that 
sooner, I might have spared myself some pain Now he 
said that there was some sort of a track hereabouts, which 
would take me clean out of the forest Puzzle, find the 



2o6 O D T a a 

track I see no trace of any track I’ll take a cast, to see 
if I can hit it off ” 

He took two casts, one in each direction, but could see 
nothing like a track " If there was one,” he thought, it 
was very likely washed out by the ram yesterday Any- 
how, I have tried the east and the middle they are both 
wrong If there’s any way at all to the north from here, it 
must be to the west Here it is mid-day pretty nearly, 
and I have not started yet 

He set out to the west, through a forest of vast trees, 
which stood over him hke gods watchmg a beetle When he 
had ndden for an hour, he turned into a valley, down 
which suddenly a mist of ram came sweepmg It came less 
violently than the ram of the day before, but settled m as 
though it would last for ever In a few minutes the forest 
had changed to a dimness full of footsteps and sighmgs, 
across which shapes of cloud faded and formed and faded 
I must keep on, and then bear to the nght/’ Hi said 
** This won’t last as long as it did yesterday ” -- 

He kept on for some hours at a walk, till he was stopped 
by a bog A nver or large stream which perhaps ran mto 
the lake at its western end here had silted up its mouth over 
some acres of forest A rotting mush barred the way , 
there was no passmg As moving to the nght brought 
him to reeds growmg m water, he moved to the left, uphill, 
until his horse stopped 

He had saved a feed of com agamst an emergency the 
horse nosed at it, but would not eat ” Poor beast,” Hi 
thought, he’s m a pretty bad way I’ll rub him down 
and give him a rest If we both rest for a httle it wiH do 
no harm ” After grooming the horse, he contnved what 
shelter he could, and fell adeep He woke once, to find 
the ram streaming on his face, woke a second tune, to find 
that the lam had stopped , then sleep took hold of him 
body and soul and held him as one dead 
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He slept all througli the afternoon and would have slept 
longer far into the night, but that he was suddenly startled 
by the shattering of a volley of shots from some place far 
away " There it is/' he cned, starting up, that is Don 
Manuel coming to the rescue " Other shots followed, some, 
at first, close together m volleys, the later ones singly 
After the shots, listenmg mtently as he was, he thought 
that he heard the sound of many horses going together at 
a fast trot Some such noise there was, it rang out, died 
down, clopped and chnked and then clattered Of 
course, it can't be Don Manuel," he said, commg to himself 
But it may be the Whites dnvmg away the Reds Any- 
how, people are there the forest ends It may even be 
Anselmo Come on, horse, here's the ^!vorld agam ' They 
must be men, because they're fightmg, and they must be 
civilised because they're domg it with guns ' " 

The horse seemed the better either for the rest or the 
sound of Jus fellows , when Hi mounted, he set off with 
some kmd of spint In a quarter of an hour he came to 
somethmg which made the horse whmny , it was a trail 
" Here it is," Hi cned, “ the very httle trail which Anton 
spoke of Now I shall be out of it m no time Just as 
well, too, because I've slept a lot longer than I thought 
It IS almost mght " 

The sun was indeed behind Melchior, the birds had 
homed and were now screaming before fallmg silent The 
patches of sky over the forest turned slowly scarlet, paled 
yellow, then changed to a green m which stars were bnght 
The sparks of the fireflies began to pass upon the air cold 
silence and darkness came with them mto the forest, so 
that Hi ^vered His heart, none the less, was beating 
with hope, because the horse was going with confidence 
Then from somewhere ahead came the distant lowing of 
cattle, which brought tears to Hi's eyes It was the noise 
made by the cows of home coming mto the barton at 
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Tencombe now here, m this strange place, it told of the 
homes of men, where life was lived wisely, away from towns, 
and far from the madness of rulers like Don Lopez 

Suddenly, from somewhere ahead, a single shot rang out 
li may have been far away, but m that still air it sounded 
near by It was followed almost at once by the sound of 
the gallop of a horse, which was either runnmg away or 
bemg ndden by a man m fear for his life It stretched at 
a full gallop across his front and so away mto the west 
one horse only, mad with fear, or with his rider's fear, going 
at his utmost from what ^ 

“ I wish I knew from what," Hi thought " Listen " 

He listened many men were talkmg and shouting 
Then there came the noise of many horses together 
seventy or a hundred , as many as in a hunt at home," 
movmg along a paven place at a walk, then nsmg to a 
fast trot together And they are within two miles of 
me," Hi thought, " gomg from me " He shouted, but 
had no answer save the sound of the horses dymg away 
mto the west The cattle lowed again There must be 
a ranch there," Hi said " I'll go to where those cows are " 
He hailed again and was answered by httle white owls 
which followed him on both sides, perhaps for grubs or 
beetles lacked up by the horse in his going 
Presently he came out of the forest mto a httle plantation 
of ^rees made as a wmd-screen, possibly for cocoa Beyond 
this, he saw a cleared space in which, less than half a mile 
away, were the long, low white buildmgs of a ranch ht 
up as for a festival To his nght, there seemed to be 
p ordered plantations of fruit trees m blossom he saw long 
streaks of paleness which he judged to be peach trees To 
the left, rather further from him, were high corrales, where 
pale cattle moved and lowed , he heard them stamp and 
push often they rattled their horns upon the bars 
He rode nearer to the buddings, then paused to hail. 
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cr5mg out that he was English, and that they were not to 
shoot He had no answer to any of his hails The place 
was still, save for the cattle there was not even a dog 
The men must be all at supper,** he thought, " or milking, 
if they milk m these parts But it is odd that they have 
no dog 

The moon, now some three or four nights old, was low 
down over the house, near the tops of Sierras, which 
ghttered “ I don't know what sort of a course Fve been 
nding,'* he thought, ** I seem to have been gomg due west • 
or is the moon different down here ^ It seems to slop about 
all over the place *' 

Leavmg the moon for the moment, he rode on towards 
the house, calling out that he was a fnend Some shrubs, 
newly planted, on both sides of his track, gave out a strong 
sweet scent beetles and j&reflies were swarming over them 
with a dronmg of wings which made the silence the more 
apparent 

Is anybody there > he cned ** Hullo there Don’t 
shoot I am a fnend House ahoy, Vm a fnend ” 

By this time he was at a long white gate which had been 
thrust and propped open far back to its supportmg posts 
and rails He entered the gate, ndmg cautiously, stdl 
callmg that he was a fnend, but havmg no answer, and 
hearing no sound, save the movmg of the cattle m the 
corrales and the buzz of msects m the ^mbs 

” Npt even a dog,” he repeated, “ and there must be 
fifty men m a ranch like this What if they are all m 
ambush, waitmg for me to come on ^ ” 

It’s not likely,” he thought, after a moment, but it 
IS possible They may be waitmg at those windows to 
plug me like a nutmeg grater But if they are, they’ll 
wait to see who is commg with me It feels to me as if 
the house were deserted ” 

Beyond the gate, the way had been paven, the horse's 
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hoofs struck on a road , the house cast back the echoes, 
chnk, chnk, at each step As he advanced, the young 
moon bobbed lower down towards the house-roof no 
sound came from the house 

Hey/* Hi called, I am a inend, an amigo , un ami 
Je suis Anglais Ingles ** 

Something m the ommousness of the silence brought his 
calling to an end There was something dreadful at work 
here Somethmg had stricken the heart of that house so 
that its life had ceased Yet not quite ceased, for as Hi 
dismounted he saw a breath of smoke blow from one of the 
chimneys across the curve of the moon ** What m the 
wide earth is happenmg here ^ ** he asked himself 

At a httle distance from the house, to the left of the 
entrance were tethermg posts from which iron rmgs hung 
He had thought at first that they were the posts at which 
the slaves were flogged, but he now knew better He 
hitched his horse to one of the rmgs, and then went slowly 
towards the door The house seemed to grow bigger as 
he approached it he felt himself shrmk He wished that 
his footsteps did not make such a noise upon the road 
It IS deserted/* he told himself, ‘‘ it is all deserted But 
It IS all ht up, so that it can only have been deserted withm 
the hour, after that shot was fired here ** 

&x steps from the door a thought came to him which 
made his heart leap for joy Of course, this is Ansehno,** 
he said *'I*ve come to Anselmo This is the Elena's 
ranch, and the Elenas and all their men have either gone 
to Don Manuel or jomed the other Whites That is it of 
course. WeU, here I am And they've moved all their 
horses with them , those were the horses which I heard 
I"m late enough, but word has reached them *Zeke must 
have gotthrough " 

Thmkmg thus he crossed the two broad stone steps of 
the perron to the cstanoa doon 
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An electnc light burned over the door some moths were 
buttmgat it The door itself was of black maruca, bound 
with steel A big bronze pipkin, such as the country people 
all over Meruel use for milking, hung beside the door 
I suppose this IS the bell,” he thought It's just like a 

castle m the Morte d' Arthur Here goes for a bang ” 

He struck the bronze, which clanged aloud, spinning 
round upon its cord and thnlimg then he struck again 
more loudly, twice The clang died down mto a trembling 
of the air, but aU withm the house was silent, there was 
neither voice nor footstep There came a rustling of wind 
from the madre de cacao trees, nobody came, nobody 
spoke " Is anyone inside there ^ " Hi cned There was 
no answer 

" I don't beheve that there is anybody here," he said 
Then the thought came " Suppose the people have all 
been rounded up or killed by the Reds ^ " 

" But, no," he thought, " the Reds would have sacked 
and burned the place It is not that I don't know what 
it IS it must be somethmg queer " He struck the bronze 
for a last tune 
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“ ^ "Y yELL, if they won’t answer. I’ll see if I can 
%/\/ go m,” he said He hfted the latch by plucking 
» » the plaited leather bobbin the door was not 

locked, it opened before him into a long ht comdor or hall 
where an English clock was ticking As he opened the door, 
the wind blowing in shook the pictures on the wall they 
swayed and clacked for an instant, then steadied There 
were hghted rooms opening from each side of the comdor, 
but no sound of any hving bemg 
“ Hullo, you mside here,” Hi called " I am a fnend 
Is anyone there ^ Sefior Elena Senor George, Senor 
Wilham Hey, hey, heya Is anyone here at all ? ” 

His voice rang along the comdor and died away no 
one was there “ Very weU, I’ll go in,” Hi said He stepped 
in, and closed the door agamst the wmd As he did so a 
letter and envelope, which had been l3nng on the edge 
of a table near him, fell to the stone flags with a clatter He 
replaced them on the table , then paused to look about him 
He had heard that men of the great randi^ hved like 
princes The hall m which he stood was bare, big and 
white, ht by electnc hghts There were two stiff black 
chairs, two black pictures of yellow nymphs, a table heaped 
with silver horse-trappmgs, and the Enghsh grandfather’s 
clock, gravely telhng the time He walked up to the 
clock and read the words on the dial 

Edward Hendred 
1807 

Abmgdon 

212 
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Tliese two httle thmgs of old Berkshire met thus m 
this strange house so many miles from Thames and Down 
Hendred of Abmgdon/* he repeated There may be 
a Berkshire man here who may know father ” He glanced 
at the pictures of the yellow n5nmphs m their clothes blown 
out m the grand manner Rehgious pictures/' he thought 

and glanced away The house was so still that he hardly 
dared to go further 

What can have happened ^ he asked " Some fight 
or some show or what ^ " 

He walked to the nearest door, on his left The door 
was ajar, shewing a lit room he knocked at the door, had 
no answer, and therefore looked m It was a big, long 
room, m use as the messroom of the household, for whom 
thirty places had been laid on the table Food m abundance 
had been set there for a meal, which had been begun 
Baskets of small Meruel loaves were on a sideboard near 
the door he felt these by accident as he put out his hand 
the under loaves were still warm from the oven There was 
warmth in the vast silver cazuela tureen, which stood, more 
than half empty at the head of the table The table was 
Uttered with the mess of the meal broken loaves, howls 
which had been used for cazuela, halves of oranges, skins 
of bananas, and the bones of big birds hke turkeys Yet 
from the look of the plates Hi felt that the meal had never 
been finished somethmg had interrupted it before they 
had reached the coffee and cigarettes Somebody with some 
news had come there soon after they were half way through, 
then chairs had been thrust back and food left, half eaten 
and the eaters and talkers had gone Why had they gone, 
and where ? Hi did not like the feehng of this house 
He went agam to the hall and cned ** Is there anybody 
here ? " But there was no answer ” There must be some 
one somewhere m all this barrack,'^ he said Surely m 
the kitchen or outhouses there will be a woman or a negro 
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or a peon There must be at least a caretaker or night- 
watchman The kitchens will be along the corridor some- 
where at the back " 

He went down the corndor, where he found the kitchen 
It was a vast room, bare, clean, and empty of people The 
fire, which had done the work of cookmg, had been allowed 
to die down , but the castle-kettle, once full of water for 
coffee and the washing-up of the dishes, was still boiling 
and half full A black cat with its paw round its face was 
curled up asleep on a mat on a chair Tm glad that 
there is something alive here,'’ he said 
Doors opened from the kitchen mto outhouses, sculleries 
and larders Hi felt a dread of lookmg mto these rooms, 
but he overcame it no one was there 

Well," he said, if there's no one to ask, I will make 
a mash for my poor horse No one could object to that " 
He took one of the big round-up stew cauldrons which lay 
agamst a wall In this he made a hot mash of bread for 
his horse, addmg some salt He earned it out to the horse, 
who seemed glad of the warm food for a few instants , 
but it was not all that he had hoped , in a few instants 
his muzzle dropped from it “ Poor old boy," Hi said, 
" I wish I knew what I could give you, that you would 
hke " 

He Imgered by the horse for a few mmutes, to pull his 
ears, and rub him down The breeze which had set m 
struck cold, so Hi moved the horse to a more sheltered 
place behind the immense ram vats a few yards from the 
tethenng posts He had hoped that somebody would 
come there while he was outside with the horse, but there 
came neither sight nor sound of anybody 
"m go in to explore," Hi said "There must be 
someone, and if there’s someone there may be something 
I can do " 

It was harder to entei* the house for this second time 
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than it had been before The uncanniness was greater 
now The clock still ticked, the hght still burned, the table 
stiU stood uncleared I don't want to be caught bagging 
thmgs in a strange house/’ Hi thought, but I’m jolly 
well gomg to bag some food and leave some money ior it ” 
He ate and drank of what was on the table, to the 
amount (as he judged) of a peseta, reckoning m the bread 
for the horse He left one of his five pesetas on the table 
for this '' What am I to do, and where am I to go ? ” 
he wondered If I leave this ^ This may be Anselmo , 
almost must be yet where are all the Elenas gone > 
Perhaps I’ll find somethmg m the other rooms 
There were three more rooms m the corridor of the hall 
two on the opposite side, one on his side, nearer the kitchens 
The rooms further down the comdor had the look of bemg 
ofBices or studies I’ll go mto those, first,” he said 
« Very hkely I'll come upon somebody dead in one, or on 
the old mad doctor who runs this pnvate madhouse ” 
He knocked at the door beside him, which was shut for 
one mstant he was shocked by thinking that at the sound of 
his knockmg someone within the room had turned the 
pages of a book He opened the door upon a dark room, 
into which the breeze blew from an open ventilator high 
up m the wan He saw the hght switches and switched 
the hghts fully on The room was the estancia office, as 
he had supposed There was a safe, built mto the wall 
There were two long tables heaped with papers, but 
another thing impressed Hi chairs had been hfted from 
the floor on to these tables, so that the floor might be 
swept Two brcxims had begun to sweep the floor there 
was the tide mark of dust, earth, torn paper, cigarette ends 
and cigar butts half way across the room There were the 
two brooms resting against the table, just as the unknown 
sweepers had left them when their task had been interrupted 
by what ^ On a third table was a row of flat, square. 
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white china dishes, each contammg about a pint of brown 
or reddish hquid Hi judged that the liquid was a chemical 
of some sort, perhaps a parasite mixture 

He crossed the corridor to the room opposite This was 
plainly a room for the women It contained a long settle 
which faced a row of spmnmg wheels On a table there 
were heaps of palm-blades partly unravelled into the white 
bast from which the Meruel women plaited their hats At 
the further end of the room were two hand-looms on which 
some weavers had already woven parts of samts for the back 
cloth of an altar Someone had spilled a httle bottle of scent 
upon the pahn-blades It was oozing from its cork into 
a nvulet which had dnpped mto a pool upon the floor 

There has been a hurry, even here,” Hi said Oh, I 
wish to goodness I had come here an hour ago If only 
I bad not taken that wrong turn, or slept quite so long, 
I might have found the people here and they are good 
people, domg good thmgs ” 

He went again mto the corridor to listen no one had 
entered the house There are all the outhouses to search 
through presently,” he said ** I must find someone before 
I can leave here I’ll try this other room, opposite the 
dinmg-room ” 

This proved to be the mam hvmg-room of a company of 
men One side of it was slung with Indian hammocks, 
loosely woven of dyed fibres the rest was in the confusion 
in which undisciplined men will live It was littered with 
clothes, shot-guns, cartndges, belts, knives, books, papers, 
watches, money, agars, broken cigarettes, pipes, spurs, 
quirts, matches, plugs of tobacco, photographs of girls, 
prints of horses, shoes, laces, straps and twitches Tobacco 
had been smoked there not more than an hour before, but 
another smdl also struck Hi’s nostnls It was a familiar 
smdi, yet for an instant m that smeE of tobacco he could 
not say what it was Ihen the sight of an empty brass 
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revolver shell upon the floor remHided hm that what he 
smelt was the smell of gunpowder Soxnelody had burned 
a cartridge m that room not more ihan m hour before * 
there was the shell of the cartridge 
He picked it up, with the thought that it was the heaviest 
revolver cartridge he had ever seen “ Why/* he thought,. 
'' a thing like this would stop a bison This is a Jack the 
Giant Killer Whoever has fired a thing like this m here ^ 
He put the brass shell to his nose and instantly the pungent 
smell brought scenes mto his mind of two months before 
The first scene was of the wood on the d own above Tencombe,. 
on a sunny January afternoon, when hehad shot a pheasant,, 
and had stood to jerk out the shell. .A red squirrel had 
appeared on one of the leafless oaks there it had run 
along the branch to jabber at him, to withm six feet of 
him This scene floated by mto another of the Blowbury 
Woods at sunset, when he had waited lu the cold for wood- 
pigeons The orange sky to the west had been netted 
black by the elm twigs, and the woods had stood still m the 
cold He had had a shot at last, but had missed with both 
barrels, had jerked out the cartndges, and had smelt just 
this smell, from fumes curlmg up at hmx out of the breech* 
He dropped the shell it fell with a tankie and rolled 
from him He was standing, at that moment, some four 
feet from the door, within the room , he had not much 
more than entered to take ins survey Fear, anxiety, 
homesickness, and the torment of failing lis fnends were 
ail preymg upon him Then he looked up, suddenly, 
towards one of the wmdows, where something made his 
heart stand stiU A man with a white face and blazmg 
eyes was watching him through the mniow with a look 
of rage which made his blood run cold* 'The man’s brow 
was pressed on the pane, while his right band reached back 
for a gun That man was no dweller la the house, but 
a spy and an enemy* 
n 
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He did not stay for the hand to come round with the gun, 
but dipped sideways mto the hah, closed the door behind 
him and drew the bolt with which each of those doors was 
fitted He shpped sideways along the hall to the front 
door, which he bolted likewise Then he stood for a 
mmute with his heart thumpmg, hstenmg to hear whether 
the man were breakmg through the wmdow or coming to 
the door for him 

After a minute, dunng which nothmg happened, his eye 
caught the letter that had been blown to the floor when he 
entered the house The letter was on the table within a 
few feet of him “ It must have been the last thmg read 
m this house,” he thought “ What if it were the cause of 
all the people leavmg here ’ It may have brought the 
deading news, probably did At least, it may be addressed 
to one of the Elenas, or will teU me if this be Anselmo ” 
He looked at the envelope, which was addressed m a 
bold hand 

J G 


He had a horror of lookmg at a pnvate letter, even when 
made pubhc m a book or newspaper “ It’s a skunk’s 
tnck,” he said, " but I do want to know where I atn I’ji 
apolc^ise if I ever have the chance” He pulled the 
enclosure from the envelope to read it It proved not to 
be the letter (that had gone), but a piece of paper which 
had been sent with tile letter The paper was a half-dieet 
of coarse bluish notepaper on which the same hand had 
pencilled the words, “ Si, Ansdmo ” 


Now what on earth does that mean ^ ” Hi asked him- 


self Yes, Anselmo ? I would give somethmg to know 
what 15 happening in tins place ” A1 was adent about him, 
save for that ticking of the dock 


With a httle chaxuppmg cry, the black cat, which had 
been sleepmg m the chair m the -kitchen, came rumSir® 
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along the passage It was a slim, small-headed, short- 
coated cat, not yet of full growth , it rubbed against Hi's 
legs and purred , Hi leaned down to stroke it, but watched 
the passage to the kitchen 

That man has come m by way of the kitchen," Hi 
thought " He has scared the cat, or let m a draught upon 
him I'll be out of this " 

The office wmdow seemed to be the exit most likely to 
brmg him out beside his horse he shpped mto the office 
and closed the door behmd him Then he listened, with a 
beatmg heart, for some swift, stealthy footstep m the 
comdor or outside the wmdow " Perhaps," he thought, 
I shan't hear any footsteps, only the brute's hand on the 
latch He's a spy and a Red, that devil Listen " 

In that silence, the beatmg of the clock clanged hke the 
tollmg of a bell The cat, left to preen his fur m the hall, 
padded back towards the kitchen Hi was on the point 
of tummg to open the mner shutter of the window, when a 
little shrill whirnng bell began to scream like an alarm- 
clock upon some metal hooks on a stand at the table end. 
The shock of the sound made his hau stand stifi upon his 
head He saw the mstrument shaking on its hooks with 
the vehemence of the bell He had read and heard of these 
things, but had never before seen one It rang for ten 
seconds, then paused, then rang for five seconds and 
paused agam Then it rang again with determination 
for half a mmute on end, as though bent on havmg an 
answer Someone was telephoning to that house of the 
dead 

His courage came back in a few seconds Someone was 
telephonmg why should he not answer^ Possibly an 
English voice would speak to him or someone who knew 
Enghsh Even if there were a Red outside the door, he 
owed it to Carlotta to run the risk, if by running it he could 
learn where he was ani where he should go next He did 
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not know how to take the call He lifted the instrument 
from its hooks and listened, now at one end, now at the 
other, to silence “ The thmg is stopped,” he said “ I 
don't know how to work the beastly thing Yes ? ” he 
called “ Yes ? Who is there ? What is it ? ” 

No answer come to hun, not even the murmur of other 
voices which sometimes comes over the telephone Then 
suddenly the thought came to him that perhaps the wire 
had been cut, or the imseen speaker shot down somewhere 
far away He put down the mstrument, moved to the 
wmdow and opened the shutter As he puUed it aside, the 
beh tinkled a httle, whimpered agam, as though about to 
nng agam, and then stopped “ Ihe wires are cut,” he 
muttered, “ that devil the spy has done it ” 

Peermg out of the wmdow, he could see nothmg but a 
darkness which gradually took shapes to itself of trees 
swa3?mg m the wmd, palms chckmg and clackmg, and 
stars whidi became brighter as he gazed " Here goes,” 
Hi thought, “ I cannot see that devil , I’ll risk it ” So he 
scrambled out, landed on his feet, and then stood for an 
mstant lest someone should spnng upon him No one 
sprang , there was neither sight nor sound of anyone, only 
his horse nosmg at the earth, and the wmd shufiBrng and 
chckmg He unhitched his rem, mounted and cautiously 
rode forward 

At the space near the door he halted to listen and to try 
to see No one was there 

" They’ll be where Ihe ^y was," he thought, “ crouched 
out of this cold wmd I’E see and make sure ” He edged 
his horse a httle and a httle to the comer of the house, 
where he held him ready for a da^ Very cautiously he 
craned forward along his horse's neck, till he could see 
round the comer Then he stared with all his might at the 
space ht by the wmdows of the hving-room No horsem^ 
were gathwed thare out the wmd, but at the ht wmdow 
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the figure of the spy still stood with his hand reached back 
for his gun and his brow pressed upon the pane He was 
stanng into the window Hi could not see his face 

“ Golly/' Hi thought, “ he's still there He's come here 
again " He did not move a muscle for fully fifteen 
seconds , the spy did not move Hi waited for that right 
hand to flash up suddenly with the gun, but it did not 
come 

Then Hi thought, “ But what's he up to ^ He saw me m 
the room five mmutes ago , then probably he went after 
me m the kitchen What brings him here agam ? What is 
he stanng at there ? Can there be another man m the 
room ^ He must know that I cleared out he saw me do 
it Is he waitmg to plug me when I come back, or 
what ^ " 

He waited for another fifteen seconds, but the man never 
stirred a muscle He stood at the wmdow, pressed to it, 
mtently stanng Hi had seen cats and foxes waitmg 
intently thus before sprmging , but the cats and foxes had 
at least trembled with the intensity of their control, this 
man was motionless 

But who m the wide earth is he stanng at ^ " Hi asked 
himself There must be someone m that room whom I 
never saw, but who was there when I was there " Then 
he thought, Whatever is m the room, there is somethmg 
wrong with that man He is not quite of this world " 

That was an opmion which the horse seemed to share, 
and the presence of it m the horse made Hi's terror stronger 
Yet the mtentness of that watchmg figure not qmte of 
this world," was fascmatmg AH purpose will arrest the 
purposeless, but this deadly purpose was absorbmg It 
made Hi forget that lookmg at a person will draw that 
person's eyes towards the looker For the moment, he 
did not care , he longed to s^ what the man saw He 
stared has horse also stared 
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Suddenly a gust of the wind, now blowing at its height, 
caught the window by which Hi had escaped Hi heard 
It crash to, with a tinkle of glass The draught ingirlo the 
house flung scane door open, and blew ajar the unhasped 
casement by which the watcher stood The result was 
something which Hi had not expected The man shthered 
sideways, scrapmg along the wall, and collapsed, with his 
head towards Hi, and his gun arm twisted askew as no living 
arm could ever twist The light, shmmg now from the 
unobstructed window pane, showed Hi the bullet-hole 
through which the body’s death had come 

The horse had swerved aside when the body fell The 
knowlet^e that the man was dead, and had been dead from 
the first, came to Hi m a flash, at his first movement The 
smell of powder m the room suddenly became significant 
“ That explams the big revolver shell,” he thought “ Oh, 
golly, let’s get out of this ” 

The horse was out of sorts, but the cold had touched him 
up, and somethmg of his nder's terror was affli c ting him 
He swerved away from the house and galloped ahead across 
a peach plantation Hi heard horses whinny and a man’s 
voice hailing him from behmd him as he entered the 
plantation The dreadful fear that it was the dead man 
mounted on the nightmare made him crouch on his horse’s 
neck and urge him forward He heard shouts, railing to 
him to stop, or so it seemed 

At any other tune, he might have stopped , but he could 
not now, after the corpse floppmg down towards inm in 
a few moments, he was certam that men were shoutmg at 
him, several m«i, in earnest, shouting no Christian tongue? 
By this time he had crossed the plantation fence at a place 
where the bars were down, he was headmg acro^ a patch 
of savannah towards the forest He heard horses commg 
after him He called out that he was Engh^ and a friend, 
l^ie man who was nearest to him, perhaps mistakmg this 
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for an insult, fired a shot in the direction of the voice, but 
missed Hi crackled through some hard-leaved scrub 
mto the darkness of the covert, leavmg the direction to 
the horse Many horses crackled into the scrub behmd 
him He called out agam that he was Enghsh and a 
fnend, but his hailers cursed him, called to him to stop and 
opened fire at him As he rode, he heard the pipmg drone 
of birds , then, suddenly, some of the birds spat and hissed 
close to his ears, twigs fell from the trees about him , he 
knew suddenly that the birds were bullets 

The pursuers, with one exception, soon pulled up, the 
firmg ceased, only one man stiil followed, calhng to him to 
stop Suddenly this one pursuer pulled up, and Hi at the 
same mstant felt a coldness of fear all over him There 
came a shot and shock, his horse swerved violently, 
staggered, recovered, and bolted mto the forest He hit 
the horse/' Hi said, but not badly, or he wouldn't go like 
this " For the rest of the nde his task was to keep on 

How long he rode the forest he never knew the horse 
went on m his terror till he could go no more, then he 
halted, full of the ends of terror, nervy, startmg at a shadow 
and tremblmg 

The moon was long smce down Hi could make out that 
he was m a kmd of pan or crater m the forest, with wavy 
mdistmctness ever3rwhere, smelling of balm He dis- 
mounted, tried to examme his horse, who would not let 
himself be examined, but had certainly been cut on the 
crupper He tned to comfort the poor beast Coming to 
a patch of grass near a brook, he offered ham grazing and a 
dnnk, both of which he refused “ Poor old Bmgo/' Hi 
said, you're "dead beat, you shall rest ” 

, He tethered, unsaddled and spread his coat ujKJn him 
The beast stood where he was left without attempting to 
roll , he drooped his head as though he had come to the 
end 
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" Now I am pretty nearly done/' Hi thoughts " I don't 
know where I am I've been gone four days I've killed 
one horse and cooked a second Now I'm lost m the forest 
agam " 

He hstened for some noise of men or the creatures of 
men, but heard nothing save the noises of the forest 
Terrors began to take hold of him, the dread of such a terror 
as had come the mght before, the terror of the man at the 
wmdow Yet at last sleep took him from the terror of 
being awake he fell mto a pit of sleep and slept for hours 

Durmg this, the fourth day of Hi's journey, young Chacon 
the notary, reached Don Manuel with all the terrible news 
still to be told By this time, men and horses had begun 
to arrive at the rendezvous Some copies of the blasphem- 
ous proclamation, which had amved m the west from Port 
Matoche, had roused intense feehng throughout the west 
men answered Don Manuel's call from all over San Jaomto 
While Hi was lying down to sleep, Don Manuel, with an 
advanced guard of about a hundred men, pushed eastward 
from the nver to begm his march 
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H I woke up suddenly mto terror, for the forest was 
filled with a cr3nng as of creatures gone mad A 
pack of things was giving tongue with voices 
madder than a fox’s bark 

Wild dogs gone naad,'' he thought The noise of the 
yap seemed to strike between the skull and the coats of 
the brain, as the idea of the weasel stnkes mto the bram 
of the rabbit Hi jumped to the horse, who was already 
tremblmg He cast loose the tethermg rope and swung 
himself on to the beast's bare back, gnppmg the headstall, 
and in an mstant the horse was away with him, m a panic 
which Eosas himself could not have controlled Horse 
and man fled hke the bird knocked from roost in the night 
What did the bags and the saddle matter while that crjnrng 
filled the darkness ^ 

* '' Oh, goUy, what are those thmgs ^ " he thought Oh, 
golly, if they are after us " All the night seemed full of 
flaming eyes, but these were only fireflies, not a pack the 
crying seemed to die away The horse floundered through 
mud in a cane-brake, which crashed under his trampling 
Hi dug his head mto the horse's neck and shut his eyes it 
was hke running the gauntlet for what seemed a long time 
After it, he went through tall grass, which drenched him 
with dew Hi felt him weakenmg beneath him as he came 
out of the grass then suddenly water appeared before him 
as a lake or broad nver, where the wind roused reflections 
of stars Hi saw a fish leap and splash, shaking up a 
ghttermg , in an mstant the horse was swimmmg, with the 
gleams all round him 



226 


ODTAA 


Hi knew that a very little thing would drown the horse 
m his present condition , he shpped off his back, shd side- 
ways, caught his tail and swam with him After about 
fifty yards, the horse put his feet down, stumbled on to his 
knees, but recovered and came to the bank Hi with some 
trouble scrambled up m front of him, got a purchase on 
the reins, and helped him on to dry land They stood 
there gasping together for a while, bemg both out of breath 
as well as veiy cold 

“ 0 Lord,'" Hi thought, what on earth were those 
thmgs^ IVe never heard anything so awful Thank 
God, we got away when we did A very little more, and 
they would have been on us I think I should go mad if 
they were commg after me Listen " 

There was no sound of any pack m cry coming after 
them They had come to a part of the wilderness which 
was sdent, save for the rustle of the reeds and the splash 
of the leapmg fish I suppose it's gomg to ram agam," 
Hi muttered with chattermg teeth , “ that is why the fish 
are leapmg I wish Fd brought my coat and the saddle " 

But they were left behmd with the bags m a place which 
Hi was little hkely to find agam “ Lord, I do feel 
wretched,” he said, shivenng I'll get away from this 
water There may be alligators m it I never thought of 
them before Come up, old Bingo , we'll find a place for 
you” 

They moved away through a thicket mto a space which 
had been burnt the year before From the cold and from 
the colour of the sky. Hi judged that it was about an hour 
from the dawn The horse stopped from exhaustion 
** You're sicker than I am,” Hi said ** I'fl do my best to 
warm you ” 

He pufled grass the horse would not touch it, but it 
served to rub him he was trembling, his coat was staring, 
and his head was down I'd give somethmg for a bucket 
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of warm beer for him/' Hi said It's hateM having 
nothmg even the bread is gone Well, I must hope for 
the sun to come soon to warm him " 

The cold was so pamful that he had to move away, to 
dance and flog his arms The dawn seemed to take hours 
to brmg any colour to the sky, yet it came at last 

“ Thank God, here it comes at last," he said If only 
I could hear a bell with it even a cow-bell " 

It came with no sound of bells, but with a clapping of 
wings from aU the near-by trees, as the multitudes of the 
birds awoke Their cnes were not sweet like the cnes of 
so many Enghsh birds only one seemed to have a sweet- 
ness m his voice This was a biggish bird with black wings 
and orange breast He had a sweet droning note which 
said, " Woe," then, after an mterval, " Woe " agam All 
the other birds seemed to be saymg, Damn it " or so 
Hi thought 

As the hght grew, the clamour of the birds rose to a 
roarmg, for many of them, after trymg their wmgs, took 
flight, wheeled, and sped away m their companies, to seek 
for food Some of those who cned Woe " settled on a 
tree which was covered with great white waxy flowers, 
mtolerably sweet Wafts of the sweetness came to Hi on 
the gusts of the wmd He saw them tear at the flowers 
and eat the petals Hi, going to the tree, tasted a petal, 
thmkmg that what fed the birds could not harm himself 
It was hke sweetened church candle or much what he had 
imagined manna to have been He ate of this manna with 
the knowledge that he, too, had been fed m the wilderness 
When he returned to }m horse, he found him stretched out 
dead 

It was the first time iiat he had lost a fnend by death , 
he sat down beside him and wept He was not a lad given 
to weepmg he had not wept for years, but he was shaken 
by the last four days, and m an extreme of loneliness* 
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which made him know what a fnend the horse had been m 
hottrs of danger and beastliness Now that he was gone. 
Hi was alone mdeed The horse lay dead on his off side 
his near crupper was scored with a bullet-mark " So he 
was hit after all/' Hi said, " I thought he was And the 
poor old Bmgo saved me twice last night, and now he is 
dead 

He remembered the last hnes of a well-known song 

Could I thmk we'd meet again, 

It would hghten half my pain, 

At the place where the old horse died 

Golly," he thought, " I'll never be unkmd to a horse as 
long as I live, after this " 

After the stunned half-hour, he picked himself up, to 
look round at where he was He stood m a space of grass, 
ringed by trees, up which the creepers climbed m a fire of 
flowers To his nght were the reeds and the water, with 
the sun chmbmg above them , to his left was the dimness of 
the forest 

" I'm facmg north," he said " Almost due north 
I'm facmg the plam as I stand I've got about a day’s go 
m me I must get to the plain this day, or I shall never 
get to it at all " 

The thought of Carlotta dependmg on ium and Rosa 
thinkmg that he was on his way to fetch help came back 
m force Again and agam he went over m his mind the 
events which had delayed him "It is just as if I were 
walking on a road which moves away from where I want 
to get to," he said " If I were to tiy to avoid Anselmo, 
I might get €iere I've been four days and a bit Or is it 
five days and a bit ^ If I get there now, I may be too 
late " 

As he went on mto the north, he began to hear voices 
which spoke m his ears, biddmg him to do this or that So 
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many voices spoke, that he began to feel that he was 
attended by a flock of thmgs like birds, which had human 
voices and flew invisibly beside him The gomg lay over 
miles of dead reed and broken brush which had been laid 
m a tornado of the August before The dead reed havmg 
been laid m its prime, had not decayed, but had hardened 
to somethmg hke bamboo the young reed growing 
through the old had then matted it mto a cloth too high to 
trample down and too tough to thrust through Much of 
this reed grew (at that season) in some inches of water At 
the end of two hours of it Hi came to a growth of trees 
which had been uprooted m a line For three hundred 
yards the Ime stretched hke a wall in a succession of the 
shields of black, mtertangled roots standing upnght over 
the hollows whence they had been plucked It looked like 
a wall of black snakes bamng his way When he had 
scrambled up the wall, he saw beyond it the lake amid her 
reeds, crmsed over by white hawks The beauty of the 
water m that hght, reflectmg so much other beauty of 
forest, flower and bird, each like an angel, could not be 
told To Hi, it did not come like beauty , but as a shock 
It stretched away, seemmgly for miles, right across his 
path, to left and to right He could see the sun in heaven, 
in this clear space , i^s gave him his compass pomts He 
had come fairly truly to the north now the lake stretched 
half a mile breadth of water m front of him There was 
neither ford nor boat 

** I must just edge along to the west/* he thought 

This must be the water that stopped me yesterday when 
I was further to the east '' 

After lettmg his clothes dry in the sun, he turned west- 
wards along the lake, not far from its shore, m a mood of 
anxiety tempered by hunger After a couple of hours of 
going, a black bog, with seepmgs of oil in it which killed 
plants, turned him away from the lake he had to turn to 
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the south to get round it When he had turned, he began 
to think that he never would get round it It turned him 
more and more to the south, for more than an hour When 
he sat down to rest, more than half way through the morn- 
ing, he felt that he was perhaps further from Anselmo than 
he had ever been 

As usually happens m the first days of starvation, with 
young people, his hunger was checked by wearmess and 
weakness from becommg tyrannous While he rested, he 
saw a scufflmg among birds m a sunlit path about a 
hundred yards away Gomg thither, he found some 
thorny shrubs, which even at that early season were covered 
with yellow plums the size of sloes Birds, butterflies and 
many other msects were gorgmg themselves with these 
plums , he, too gorged, thinkmg that no better plums had 
ever grown Bemg schooled now to thmk of the next 
meal whenever he had food, he contrived a sort of basket 
or frail of the leaves of the spade-palm mto which he packed 
a couple of pounds of plums, which he took with him 

He judged that the sun had southed when at last he was 
able to cross the bog and turn agam to the north The 
gomg proved to be much better beyond the swamp He 
set out in good spints, walked hard for half an hour to the 
west, but then was stopped by another southward trendmg 
of the lake he had to trudge southward agam 

It was after a couple of hours of this trudgmg, when he 
was most tired and dispinted at having met no hvmg soul 
nor any sign of man, that he heard fax off, somewhere to the 
south, a smgle nfle shot He shouted, hopmg that the 
shooter might reply he had no reply to his had, but the 
thought, that someone was there, who might help him m 
his need, and in no case could make him much worse than 
he was, made him turn m that direction, shontmg at inter- 
vals as he went Perhaj^ two minutes after he had set 
out towards the place of the shot, he judged that he smelt 
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smoke He had but one whiff of it and could not catch it 
again he was, however, sure that it was woodsmoke 
There is some sort of a fire there,” he thought “ I shall 
find somebody ” 

Half an hour later, while he was halloomg, m the cer- 
tamty that he must be near where the shooter had been, 
he saw a footmark m some soft earth close to a red-heart 
The red-heart had been spht by age, wind or lightning li 
was exudmg a bnght blue fungus from the spht This 
brought him to a halt with a start, for the footmark was 
his own He had halted ]ust beside that tree when the 
smell of the smoke had come to him There could be no 
doubt of it , he had noticed tree and fungus too nicely to 
be mistaken There was besides, the footmark, unmis- 
takably his He was too wise to have false hope about 
it he had been walkmg m a circle he was bushed 
There it is,” he said, ” I am bushed ” 

As the words were spoken, there came mto his mmd the 
memory of Tencombe at teatime dunng the last summer 
holidays There was his mother with the sun upon her 
hair and her alert, decisive way there was old Bill standmg 
near the mantelpiece, holdmg his tea-cup, while with one 
foot he rofled over the retnever pup There at the table 
beside the rest of them was a httle frail, pale-faced, red- 
bearded man, with a whispering voice, who had been 
bushed m East Afnca 

His words came back mto Hi’s mind ” If you lose your 
head when you’re bushed, you’re done ” 

” I’ll bet that that is true,” Hi said ” If I lose my head, 
I shall be done ” 

He sat still for some mmutes, trying to keep control of 
himself by repeatmg the thmgs m his favour ” I have 
had food to-day and still have some plums it isn't 
raining I can’t be far from a camp or at least a place 
wh^ hunters come, because of that shot whatever 
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wrong tracks I’ve taken, I can't be far from the edge of 
this forest whatever happens I must not give up hope, 
because “ hope bnngs healmg ” I shall get out of this 
mess if I beheve I shall I do believe I shall I beheve 
that if I chmb one of these trees, I may be able to see out 
of this forest ” 

The thought fell like hght mto his mmd, that he might 
see out of the forest but it was not easy to find a tree 
which would both yield a view and be possible to climb 
After some search he came to one that seemed perfect It 
had the look of a red-heart, but was so swathed with tough 
creeper, which gave good hand-and-foot hold, that the bark 
was almost hidden Hi set himself to chmb He dis- 
covered, before he had gone far, that the creeper stalks 
were bristly, hke ivy or nettle stalks at home, and that the 
chmb was hard work “ I’m weaker than I was,” he 
thought The dust, dead twigs and fragments of bark fell 
over his face and down his neck, but he persevered, even 
when he roused up a gang of black tree ants He came out 
through the dimness of the roof into a sea of flowers of 
every colour m a blaze of hght, beset by birds and butter- 
flies All that he could see was a sea of flowers, runnmg 
up into crests of greenness, topped here and there by 
^ikes, pinnacles and fountains of strange leaves There 
seemed no end to it m any direction, nor any break, for 
even the water was hidden by the trees It "glittered and 
glowed It hummed with hfe it exulted with an ecstasy 
of hfe It hved thus m the sun all day, and at night the 
moon and the stars gave it the shadow of a hfe and the 
peace which man never has It was all marvellous, but 
it had nothing to do with man men did not come there 

After he had clambered down, he turned away towards 
the west, taking sighting marks, from tree to tree, to stop 
any more gomg m a circle His hands were tmghng from 
the creeper bustles, as though he had been pulling nettles 
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with them His face was tmglmg m a somewhat different 
way It smarted as it had smarted years before at school 
when somebody had kicked a wet Rugby football hard 
agamst his cheek The smartmg spread down his neck to 
his chest and along his backbone He rubbed the smartmg 
skin, but the rubbing did it no good it made it slightly 
different and worse In about an hour, he felt a puffiness 
about his eyes his hps and fingers had a tight feehng 
“ I’m swellmg,” he said I must have been on one of 
those poison trees If this gets much worse, I shan’t be 
able to see I shall be ail puffed up ” 

In another hour, his eyes had become so swollen that he 
could not see clearly , all his face had swollen tiU it no 
longer felt hke flesh it drummed within with a dnimmmg 
which seemed to beat upon his brain His hands were so 
puffed that he could not bend his fingers When he came 
to a puddle m the wood, he peered down to look at himself 
m the water He could not see all, but he made out 
a bladdery appearance which fnghtened him “ IVe 
gone just hke the bladders we used to suck to make elastic/' 
he thought ** If one of these blisters bursts, I shall be 
done " He sat down, trymg not to be fnghtened I'm 
gomg to be blind," he thought It will probably pass 
off in a few hours, but I shah be blmd while it lasts I shall 
be blind to-mght aU to-night and perhaps to-morrow 
and I don't know where I am, nor how I am to get out of 
here IVe been a pretty rotten messenger, so far Oh, J 
wish that this beating in my brain would stop " 

It did not stop it grew louder, with a rhythm which did 
not vary for an hour together it beat hke a heart-beat * 
after a while there was somethmg almost pleasant m its 
recurrence Then, suddenly, it changed to another 
rhythm* which was not like a heart-beat, but much more 
exciting Hi was afraid to hope * he stood still, listening 
** I know what it i$/' he said at last* it is a kind of a mine- 
Q 
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stamp, or engine of some sort not far away There is 
probably a mme here Tve wandered mto Meruel, where 
the mines are this is one of them And I am going 
towards it 

Hope came back mto him as soon as he was certain that 
the noise came from men Even Reds would be better 
than the forest He went on towards the beating noise, 
which presently died away so that he scarcely heard it 
He went forward, praying that it might not cease The 
hght was fast gomg from the forest (from sunset, not from 
his blindness) , he longed to be with his fellow men before 
the night set m He shouted from time to time Presently 
the multitudes of the hommg birds drowned the beatmg 
with the noise of their wings 

When the wmgs were at last quiet, the noise of the 
beating reappeared above the lesser noises of night It was 
beatmg now m a different rhythm, with a louder volume 
** It IS not an engme/* Hi said I know what it is now 
It IS one of these tom-toms or native drums, hke the one at 
home, which father used to let us play I was an ass not 
to recogmse it before It must be near at hand, too I'll 
shout agam " 

No answer came to his shouting the drummer, if it 
were a drummer, was mtent upon his rhythm, which was 
taking his soul up great spirals of recurrence mto the 
elhpses of escape what were night, nature and a lost 
human bemg to him ? 

At last, amid much that was indistmct. Hi saw a hght 
among the trees A httle fire was bummg there, though 
often obscured by things movmg m front of it It is a 
Oamp fire/' Hi thought ‘‘ And it must be an Indian camp, 
because white men would never permit this drammmg " 

Some httle fear was m his mmd lest the Indians should 
be hostile He had heard that the forest Indians were 
sometimes made dangerous by white criminals who found- 
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refuge among them Still, even cannibals would hesitate* 
he thought, before killing meat suffering from poison- 
weed I beheve that they will give me a square deal/*' 
he said In bursts, amid the constant noise of the 
drumming, he heard the \oices and the movements of the 
people of the poblacion 

He called several times more Now he was heard, for 
the dogs of the camp began to bark 

In a few mmutes he came into a compound, or cleared 
space surrounded on three sides by Indian huts of the 
kmd familiar to him from his father's tales Fires were 
bummg upon stones in aU the huts by their light he could 
make out men in white and thmgs like white cloths inside 
the huts Some httle dogs were at the doors barking 
There was a splashmg noise not far away Men were talk- 
mg, women were crooning to their babies, the drunnmer 
went on drummmg Somebody was thuddmg at some- 
thmg it sounded hke the beating of a wad of wet linen 
with a mallet Strange thmgs like mmute devils came oat 
of the huts, mocked at him and sidled softly away he 
could not imagme what they were The hneu-thudder 
began to mtone a thudding song of a melancholy kind, sucb 
as a dog m despair or affected by the moon will sing The 
air was full of the smell of food, bummg gums and sweet 
Oils 

I am English I am a fnend,” Hi called. ** Don't 
shoot I am Enghsh " He called this several times before 
anyone paid any attention to him Then an Indian 
dressed m white, came from one of the huts towards him. 
He was a chubby httle smihiig man, grey-haned, cheerful 
and kind He spoke to Hi, m words of one syllable xa a 
tongue which Hi had not heard He stared at Hi’s face, 
raised his hands and said, Mar, Mar,'' which Hi tCNok to 
be Indian for You have a swollen face " ** Yes,'' Hi 

answered, m Enghsh, “ I have mdeed trds Mar.'* The 



236 O D T A A 

Indian surveyed Hi from head to foot, which seemed to 
convince him that Hi was pretty Mar over all 

A coarse voice, from one of the huts facing Hi, called out 
an order to the Indian, who ceased m his pantomime of 
S5nnpathy as though he had been stung He seemed to 
mvite Hi forward to enter the hut from which the voice had 
called Hi went forward, with the Indian at his side, 
towards the hut 

The hut, hke the other huts of the poblacion, was, at a 
guess, thirty feet long by fifteen broad The end, which 
faced Hi, was open to the night at the sides the roofs came 
down almost to the ground, with a tilmg of palm-leaves 
stitched with bast The end of the hut was lit by a fire 
arranged among stones, which Hi could not help noticing 
were hewn stones Someone was movmg about beyond 
the fire he called to the Indian some order, that Hi was 
not to come any nearer till the Indian had reported When 
this had been done, the ^ide led Hi mto the hut 
Hi could see across the fire a biggish white man, dressed 
in a shirt and ndmg breeches, with a bandoher cartridge 
belt This man at the moment was bent at the fire fight- 
ing a twig, with which he soon fit a clay lamp 

There, that's fit,' - he said “ Now, let’s have a look 
at you ^ " 

He held up the lamp and surveyed Hi with a strange 
expression, which Hi could not read He was a strongly- 
made, rather tall, robust man, with yellowish dead coloured 
hair, hke brass-work smeared with oil He was clean- 
shaven, even m that wild place His eyes were grey-blue 
in colour His nose was small and straight save for a 
d^ant tip His mouth had about it a look of defiance, 
soHn, contempt aM utter fearlessness He was without 
doubt an Eiighshman of about twenty-five years of age 
who had at <me time hved among people of retoement 
So ” the man said And where the hell do you come 
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from ^ Hi told him his tale, that he was lost while 
makmg for Anselmo 

“ Anselmo ? '' the man said “ Ansehno ^ I never 
heard of Anselmo Where is that ^ " 

'' I don’t know/* Hi said In the plam not twenty 
miles from Santa Barbara Isn’t this near the plain ^ ** 

" This is the Melchior forest, chum,” the man said. 
What the hell have you done to your face ^ ” 

I got it poisoned by poison ivy ** 

” That’s a proper new chum’s trick You’ll be bhnd 
to-morrow What do you propose to do ^ ” 

” Perhaps you could let me stay here till my eyes are 
better and then give me a guide to the plam ” 

” I’ve got no guide ” 

” Or put me on my way then I can’t be far ” 

Did anyone teE you of me, or put you up to coming 
here ? ” 

No ” 

Did you come out alone mto this forest ^ ” 

“ Yes ” 

” God ” 

There was a pause at this pomt, while the man put down 
fais lamp Hi had become used to scurvy welcomes from 
the natives of Santa Barbara, but this man was a fellow- 
coimiryman with some traces of breedmg in him The 
man sat on the edge of his hammock, with his feet upon 
a low wooden stool He swung himself to and fro while he 
seemed to consider 

Got any oof ^ ” he asked at last 

None here I have some m Santa Barbara ” 

And I suppose you’ve got seme m the savmgs bank at 
home ^ ” 

Yes” 

God,” the man said ” My God, my Father, while I 
stray ” 
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“ Very well,” Hi said “ If this is all the welcome you 
can give me, I can go on I am sorry if I have mtruded ” 

" Have you got a pack of cards ? ” the man asked 

“ No I’ll wish you good-night,” Hi said 

" As you please about that " 

Hi turned away, flammg with rage and self-pity at bemg 
treated thus, m his misery, there m the wilderness, by this 
fellow-countryman He did not know where he was to 
go, nor how, m that darkness and pam, but he was not 
gomg to stop with this fellow He moved back mto the 
space m front of the houses, with a sense of the comfort of 
them Each house seemed full of sheltered and fed men 
and women, who had fire, rest for the night, and certamty 
for the morrow, as well as companionship He had none 
of all these things he was miles from any of thprn he 
was beside full of sickness 

“Here, chum,” the man* called, “where are you 
gomg ? ” 

" Out of this ” 

“ I don’t want your carcase poisonmg the bush, and put- 
ting the game off, which is what will happen if you try it,” 
the man said He raised his voice suddenly with a call 
for his Indian, who appeared on the mstant, without noise 
of any kmd He spoke rapidly to the Indian for a moment, 
givmg him orders “ See," the man said at last to Hi, 
“ you can’t go with your eyes m that state I’ve told 
Chug-chug here to put you mto a hut by yourself He’H 
give you stuff for your bhsters as well as some chow Go 
along with him he'll look after you " 

“ Thank you,” Hi said 

" You’d better go with him, hadn’t you ? ” the man 
asked 

“ Right,” Hi said The Indian motioned to to 
follow him to one of the huts on the nght of the 
space When Hi had entered the hut, which was ^nrir 
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the Indian disappeared, leaving him alone there It was 
like the other huts, closed at the sides by the roofs coming 
down to the ground, and open to the air at the ends Hi 
felt utterly alone there The tom-tom was still beating 
and beatmg aU his blood seemed to have gone thm and 
bitter from the poison m his skm In the next hut many 
people were talkmg together some were smgmg Then 
at the door of the hut the httle tmy devils appeared again 
they mocked at him and sidled softly away 
Presently the Indian reappeared with wood for a fire 
and some bummg embers With these, he made a fire 
upon a hearth of hewn stones the fire burned up so as to 
hght the place a httle Hi noticed a couple of tin travelling 
trunks, much battered with service, agamst one of the 
walls The Indian motioned to Hi to sit in a white cotton 
hammock, with fnnges of coloured bast, which had been 
slung from the posts He sat as he was bid, with his feet 
upon a long footstool of some hard wood The Indians 
brought him a mush or stew m a calabash, which he ate 
with thankfulness It was hot and seasoned with peppers 
it brought the essence of hfe right into his being While 
he ate of this dish, an Indian examined his feet for jiggers 
When he had fimshed his meal, the Indians smeared his 
face and hands with a soft wet mess, which (unknown to Hi) 
they had been chewing while he ate It had a rancid smell 

to it, but it soothed the pain at once An Indian brought 
him a cotton quilt for his hammock Wrappmg himself 
m this, he turned m for the night . full of anxiety for his 
fnends, wild with disappomtment at having failed them, 
sick m body, and perplexed m the extreme 
He could not sleep, all weary as he was, because of the 
discomforts of his body He lay twisting in his hammock, 
while the tom-tom beat m the hut beside him, changing 
its rhy thm once m the hour No one seemed to want to 
sleep m that vfilage Men and women were moving about, 
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talking, telling endless stones, or singing like melancholy 
dogs, for hours together Sometimes he dozed away for 
a few minutes till the touch of the hammock upon his 
face or hands roused him again Always, when he woke, 
the tom-tom was beating and someone was tellmg a story 
Little dogs, with sharp noses, enormous pomted ears and 
mangy skms, came snappmg into the hut from tune to time, 
after beetles, it seemed The sidelong devils did not come 
agam he thought of them often enough 
On this, the fifth day of his journey to fetch Don Manuel, 
the Whites of the Western Provmces mustered 437 men 
at San Jacinto They moved out to Don Manuel’s advanced 
post beyond the river, having left word that the final 
rendezvous would be at San Pablo, only thirty miles from 
Santa Barbara city They brought with them many spare 
horses this was the only excellence in their force, their 
weapons being mainly machetes, revolvers, rook rifles and 
shot guns of all sorts and bores with whatever partridges 
they had There was no hesitation in any of them at the 
thought of marching upon Santa Barbara They were all 
rehgious men, who felt that their faith was threatened 
The parish priest at San Luis, where Don Manuel was 
camped, blessed them at their setting out certainly no 
man among them doubted that his going was m the service 
of God 



XV 


T owards three m the morning Hi fell mto a deeper 
sleep, from which he was roused by the cold his 
fire was out and his quilt had shpped from him 
In groping for it, he found that his head had so swollen 
that he could hardly see The pam was gone, but he was 
puffed like a prize pig 

'' 0 Lord,'' he moaned, I shan't be able to see I can't 
see across this hut I shan't be able to reach Anselmo 
even to-day Now I am bound to be too late, and 
Carlotta may be kiUed because of me " He turned out of 
his hammock to prove himself it was only too true, 
he was nearly blind he could not hope to go on without 
a guide Horses," he thought ‘‘ These people have 
no horses My only hope is a nver I may be near some 
tributary of the San Jacmto If I could take a canoe 
down that, or if some Indian would take me, I might even 
find Don Manuel during to-day There must be nvers 
which run into the San Jacmto If that fellow told the 
tmth, if this IS the Melchior forest, I must be near the 
San Jacmto, or its eastern tnbutanes I must speak to 
that fellow and beg him to help me After all, he is an 
Enghshman, though he is as ross as a mule " 

As it was dark and cold, he turned back to fais hammock 
to try for warmth and sleep He slept a little, by starts, 
always broken by mghtmares The cold struck him from 
underneath it got into all his bones " Aha, you Enghsh 
boy," voices said to him m his dreams " Now you've 
come mto our power you shall be searched You've got 
the cramps, you've got the aches, you've got the forest 
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fever, you are going to go blind , you’ve got the poison in 
your entrails and we’re going to wring you with it ” 

When he next awoke it was dayhght, though still early 
The village had come agam to the life it had hardly laid 
down durmg the darkness The thudding noise, of wet 
linen being banged on stones with a maUet, had begun 
again women were smgmg and little brown children 
were pla3nng m the patto The sharp-eared dogs had 
tucked their noses mto their flanks for sleep m sunny 
places The tmy devils were sidhng about, mocking at 
people He recognised them now as dove-grey parrots with 
rosy breasts Their bnght eyes and compact bent beaks 
gave them the knowmg look of men about town they 
looked hke devilled-bone-and-biscmt men They looked 
at him, with their heads cocked aside, considermg his 
offers of friendship, and then sheered off from him as 
somethmg not to be trusted 

He turned out of his hammock to peer from his puffy 
eyes at the new world about him His body felt as though 
it did not belong to him pams and aches had t ake n it 
over His face and hands felt dead his mouth was full 
of fur He wandered out mto the mommg 

He could see well enough to take a track which led 
past the side of his hut to a nver some twenty feet broad 
where naked men and women were sitting m the water 
immersed to their chms Some women were poundmg 
bunches of wet cotton on the stones near the nver , their 
tmy children, tymg mmute fragments of stone to stops 
of bast, were makmg bolases with which they entangled 
the dragon-flies 

After washmg m the nver, and bathmg his puffy eyes. 
Hi returned to the huts, hopmg to see the white man, who 
^ not m his hut Early as it was, most of the men of 
the commumty had gone to whatever work they kgd to do. 
Women were poundmg and strammg cassava, ®r bnkwg it 
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into loaves They laughed at Hi in a friendly way one 
of them gave him bread and a gourd full of broth ^Tule 
he ate this, sittmg in a hammock, an Indian, dressed m 
three tobacco-tm hds, took station before him, grmned, 
pomted to his chest and said Me Johnny God-dam '' 
Unfortunately, this was all the Enghsh known to him Hi 
tned by signs to find out where the white man was, where 
one would come out if one were to follow the nver, and 
where the white settlements were His performance 
roused great interest, but nobody understood it he had 
the general impression that they thought that he was 
praying for dry weather 

He went back to the hut where he had passed the mght , 
he was full of anxiety and helplessness Chug-chug, 
if that were his name, appeared with some aromatic leaves, 
which he rubbed gently on Hi's bhstered skm, with a sooth- 
mg effect He was a cheerful man, who talked all the 
time EEi questioned him in English and by signs this 
mcreased Chug-chug's flow of talk, without bnngmg any 
enlightenment 

** Oh, I ought to go on,” Hi said ” I ought to go on 
Yet what is the sense of going on, blmd as I am, when I 
don't know where to make for ^ See here. Chug-chug,” 
he said, with signs to represent the white man, ” when 
the Sefior, the chief, come back into the camp ? ” Chug- 
chug knew that an unportant question was asked, but he 
could not understand it , he made a speech about the new 
cassava patch, which Hi could not understand Havmg 
thus made the honours even he disappeared 

” I'll wait till mid-day,” Hi thought The white man 
wiB be back at mid-day Father always said that the forest 
practice is to eat at mid-day and then take siesta After 
siesta, I shall be able to go on The man's a regular rossy 
tick yet even a rossy tick will tell a feEow the way And 
the more I tlnnk of it, the more sure I am that I shall be 
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able to reach the San Jacinto River from here I may 
even reach Don Manuel to-mght ” 

He stood at the hut door for a few mmutes gazmg at the 
scene of primitive life before him The sun, blazmg down 
mto the compound, put new life mto him he felt both 
warmed and comforted He was beginnmg to see a httle 
better out of both eyes, and fotmd that he could now bend 
his fingers One of the best of his symptoms was the feehng 
that if he were to he down he would sleep 
He went mto the hut, with a sudden cunous sensation 
that somebody had been m the hut, behmd him, until the 
mstant of his tummg to come m “ Strange,” he thought 
" It is this puffiness of my eyes Or I know what it was, 
commg mto the gloom out of the glare, made me thmV 
that the posts were a man ” He turned back to make 
sure of this " I suppose that that is what it must have 
been,” he thought “ It did look rather like a man ” 

He sat m his hammock, trymg to think how much he 
was to blame for gomg astray Then his thoughts turned 
to the Englishman “ What is he and what is he dnmg 
here, and why is he so sour ? He must be a prospector of 
sorts he is not an engmeer, for he hasn’t any engme 
He won’t be only a hunter or explorer he’s too much of 
a swme for that I wouldn’t mmd bettmg that he is a 
gold or mmeral prospector, who has come on a good thing 
out here and is afraid of some other person cuttmg m on 
him That is it. I’ll bet any money That would explain 
his bemg so crusty and givmg me so poor a welcome I 
wonder what the man is I suppose that those are his 
trunks, over there agamst the wall ” 

The trunks were the usual, small, flat, tm, traveller’s 
trunks, made low, so as to fit under bunks at sea, or he 
snugly along the side of a mule They had once be^ 
japanned black Hard service had worn away much of 
the japan some of the tm shewed bnght, the rest was 
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battered and discoloured On the top of the lid of one of 
them was the letter D in what had once been white paint 
on the top of the hd of the other was most of the letter W 
Both trunks had been neglected for some time Sprays of 
creepers, which had thrust under the roof there, had grown 
right over them " D and W,’* Hi repeated " A letter 
has been blotted out on both boxes I suppose the man's 
name is D W Dirty White, or Dmgy Welcome, 
or Doubtful Wanderer the mitials might stand for any 
of them They look like the sort of box a prospector would 
take Meanwhile, I should be the better for some sleep " 

He turned mto his hammock, hopmg that a rest would 
help to heal his eyes , he saw the dog at the hut-door nuzzle 
further mto his flank , then his overwhelming weanness 
pressed down upon him so that he slept unheeding 

He woke some hours later with the feelmg that someone 
was m the hut wanting to speak to him It was not easy to 
thrust aside such folds of sleep , while he struggled with 
them, the someone, whoever he was, had gone , there was 
no one there when he awoke Strange," he said " It 
seemed as though someone were there I thought that I 
saw someone, a talhsh chap, who had something to say I 
suppose I dreamed it I wish that sleeping m this land 
didn't give one this thick sort of brown taste m the mouth 
whenever one wakes " 

He turned out to stretch, feelmg stunned and stupid, 
but the better for his rest " I'll see if the D W feEow 
has come back," he thought 

He found that the village was takmg the siesta , he had 
slept mto the afternoon , the village was more silent than it 
had been at any hour of the night He called at the door 
of the white man's hut " Are you diere, sir ? May I 
^ak with you ^ " As he had no answer, he peeped m , 
the white man had not returned " Still away," Hi 
thought " What a nuisance " 
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He had the feeling that he must not enter the hut while 
the owner was away None the less, he looked curiously 
at the contents of the hut Some clothes of a yellowish 
drill were hanging from one of the posts, with a leather 
belt on which the mitial D was marked m black At the 
back of the hut, beyond the hammock, was a table, made of 
two planks supported upon the taller sort of Indian stools, 
of the kmd cut by them for their god-houses This table 
was heaped with objects, which seemed to be mostly stones 
or lumps of ore , he could not make out what they were 
Under the table was another tm box marked D W upon 
the side , this box was open and contamed boots The 
hammock had a good brown camel-hair blanket rolled up 
across its foot Hi had just such another m his kit at 
Santa Barbara his mother had chosen it for him, “ For 
your father says the nights can be very cold, even a month 
after the rams " 

There seemed to be nothmg else worth notice m the hut, 
except the usual canvas water bottle, holding a gallon, a 
canvas bucket with a laniard spliced into its nm, and a 
canvas basm in which D W had soaped himself that mom- 
mg Hi had expenence of the thmgs bought for outfits , 
he noticed that aH these thmgs were very good of their kmd 
but the worse for wear No tools," Hi thought " He has a 
working or a claim somewhere near , the tools will be there " 

" Wen," Hi said to himself, " I must not spy upon this 
man I wish that he would come back, so that I could have 
it out with him " 

He walked mto the compound, where he passed an hour 
trymg to make fnends with the parrots and the httle dogs 
Both were gentle yet suspicious , he had no success with 
them The day dragged heavily over him, while he waited 
for D W to return The village was mterestmg and the 
forest beautiful He longed to be out of both, going fast 
upon his mission, while tiiere was still hope 
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After a while, he felt withm himself the suggestion that 
there might be somethmg of interest in the hut where he 
had slept He had not exammed it thoroughly , now that 
his e3^es were so much less swollen, he felt that that would 
be something to do , there might even be some book tossed 
aside somewhere He had seen no trace of a book m 
D W^shut 

In the furthest comer of his hut was a small rubbish 
heap He puEed a half-burnt piece of wood from his fire- 
place Wi h this, he began to poke aside the rubbish, to 
see what he could find The rubbish was of aE sorts, much 
the worse for having been m a comer of the hut mto which 
the rain had blown He found these things 
Part of a canvas sack, mto which the ants had worked 
A bnar pipe, much used, which had a bleached look from 
exposure 

Part of a leather strop that had been cut through 
Three small twists of tough galvanised wire 
Four bits of old bootlace 
A broken strap 
A screw eye 

A paper, containmg a mouldy empty cardboard box for 
Marcham's Patent Trouser Buttons, with the legend. 
No more sewmg 

Most of a pair of dnll ndmg breaks made m Taunton. 
The ants had been m these Two envelopes, or parts of 
envelopes 

A sodden little fat book, rather like a newly-drowned 
puppy 

He brought this book mto the hght, so that he might 
examme it It proved to be a dumpy volume of MEton's 
poems, complete m itself, "" prmted i8a8 for J Smith, Book- 
seEer, 193, High Holbom,” and bound m green cloth 
boards It opened at the frontispiece, of Mdton “ from an 
impression of a Seal/' opposite a vignette of Eve among 
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some dahlias beside a very wriggly snake On the flyleaf 
of the book was an inscription in faint mk in the handwriting 
of a woman 

To Dudley Wigmore, 
from his Mother August 12th, 1881 

Dudley Wigmore/^ Hi said '' D W So that is 
the fellow’s name, is it ^ It is an odd book for him to have 
And he might have been a httle more careful of a gift from 
his mother, one would thmk ” 

The book was swollen and stuck together from bemg 
soaked , Hi opened it m the sun, with great care He knew 
httle, certainly, about Milton, except that he had written 
a poem called L’ Allegro, which Hi had had to learn by 
heart some years before at his prep school I daresay 
1*11 like it better now,” he said Anyhow this is a book, 
and a very famous book there^ must b^ somethmg in it 
And it will something to do to tiy to dry it without 
pulhng out theleaves ” 

After he had opened the book to dry, he went back to look 
at the rubbish heap for more treasures He found nothmg 
more m that heap, except some rags which the ants and 
grubs had nddled to pieces He looked at the two bits of 
envelope, both of which bore Enghsh stamps On one of 
the stamps part of the postmark could be made out 
when the paper was held to the hght Hi read the name 
aliet He taed to thmk of some English place with a 
name which ended m " allet ” he could think of none 
** It sounds hker a French name,” he thought One of the 
pieces had been addressed to 

D Wigm 

C/o Messrs W— — 

Sant 
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The rest was tom off The other, which was smaller, had 
only a bit of the flap, the stamp, and the e nds of an address 
m a different hand, thus 

Esq, 

et Cie 

Hi dropped the bits of paper on to the heap Some of 
the leaves of the Milton were now dry he turned them, so 
that others might dry Havmg nothing else to do, he 
brought out the stools from his hut, rested the book on one, 
sat on the other, and passed some hours, readmg bits of 
the poem as the leaves dned The Indians looked at hi m 
with cunosity and fear, thinkmg that he was practising 
magic His mood and that place gave the poetry a value 
which it had not held (for Hi) m the prep school ** When 
my eyes are better,'' he thought, " I will read this all 
through It is a wonderful thmg " 

The day passed thus hour by hour with no sign of the 
white man Some Indians who had come to the poblacion 
with cassava, brought out some stew for Hi with a piece of 
hot bread, which he ate Having eaten, he brought the 
stools and the book mto the hut where he had slept 

It IS strange," Hi said " Whenever I come mto this 
hut I have the feelmg that there is somebody here It is 
the way that this hammock-post catches the light " 

The sun was now fast droppmg behmd Melchior, so that 
it ht up the end of the hut where the rubbish had been 
thrown Something sparkled on the floor beyond the 
rubbish Hi picked it up It was a little gold locket 
chpped to a rusty steel watch-chain After wipmg the 
locket, he opened it, with some trouble It contained a 
tmy photograph, not so big as his thumbnail, of a young 
woman's face She was a handsome young woman, of the 
hawk brunette t3?pe 

I suppose that this is his girl," Hi thought, dosing the 

X 
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locket “He must have dropped this somehow m the 
dark , he'll be glad to have it agam ” 

He dropped the locket on to one of the wooden stools, 
so that he might have it at hand when D W returned , 
then he sat in his hammock, thinking of Carlotta “ Early 
to-morrow," he thought “ Early to-morrow, whatever 
happens, I shall get away from here Even now, with 
luck, I might not be too late But I simply must not be 
too late I must be m time ” 

As the hght suddenly passed from the world at the 
droppmg of the sun behind Melchior, he wondered whether 
after all he would be m tune It w^as hard to say what 
might have happened under a madman like Don Lopez 
Supposmg that the worst had happened ^ Supposmg that 
he w^ere not in time ^ 

He was weary from the hardships of the journey, aU his 
body was crymg out for rest He edged himself mto his 
hammock, for the comfort of lymg prone, and there fell 
asleep He slept heavily, havmg still some arrears to 
make up, and yet, for all its soundness, his sleep was 
troubled With the sense that all was rot well Gradually, 
as his sleep weakened, he began to feel that there was an 
unhappiness, or something worse, close to him someone 
m distress was there Ah," he answered m h^s sleep, “ it 
IS you, Carlotta All right, 111 do my best to v arn hun 
and bnng him I'll do my best, though I do seem to have 
muddled things " Then, as his sleep weakened still more, 
he knew that it was not Carlotta who was there, but a" 
man who had been there before 

Yes," he said, m his sleep, “ there was a man m the hut 
this afternoon so he is here again , well, what can I do 
for him ^ Where are you ^ Let's have a look at you " 

He struggled out of his sleep to a knowledge of the wakmg 
world, which came upon him slowly, as another world, that 
had taken its place, moved away in fiery mist He saw, or 



ODTAA 


251 

thought that he saw, the man standing near the hut 
entrance, lookmg at him, with sad eyes All nght,’* Hi 
cned 

“ Is it supper-time ^ IVe been asleep, but I'm awake 
I'll be up in one moment " As he bhnked and sat up, the 
figure faded away mto the darkness behmd it, which was 
now a biacloiess of leaves movmg agamst stars It was 
only a dream, after all," Hi said " But it is odd how there 
always seems to be a man here I suppose one gets to 
imagme these things” 

He came back fully to the world of the \ illage, where now 
lamps and fires were bummg, women smging and the tom- 
tom drummmg I'll see if D W has come back," he said 

He was prevented by the entrance of Chug-chug, who 
came to ask him by signs to come to the other hut “ D W 
is back, then," he thought ** Now for it " 

He followed Chug-chug to the other hut, which was ht 
by three lamps A trestle-table had been ngged up, food 
was set upon it The man sat on his camp-chair at the 
table-head, facmg Hi He had a much w om cartridge belt 
slung over his shoulder one of the pouches of it was 
stamped D W He had been cleaning a hght sporting 
nfle with a pull-through and an oily feather he now held 
the nfle across his knees, and kept opening the breech and 
snapping it to Hi could see him more clearly than had 
been possible to huH the night before In the mam, he 
felt his impression confirmed, that he did not hke the man 
there was more force m him than wisdom or goodness 
You'd better have some chow, chum," the man said 
The chow was the oily, peppery meat stew, served with 
cassava bread, of which Hi had already eaten twice that day 
" Find yourself a pew there," the man said He was not 
a gracious host he seemed to resent Hi's presence there, yet 
this was a kmd of invitation from him to sit down and dine* 
Hi pulled a stool to the table and sat down 
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.. “ ^ suppose I’d better introduce myself,” the man said, 
like the ladies do at these receptions Did you ever hear 
of Brocket Letcombe-Bassett, the hundred yards Blue ? ” 
“ No,” Hi said 

Well, he IS my father’s second cousm My father’s a 
dergjinan, or was I don’t know whether he’s still ahve 
I don’t much care ” ’ 

" Then are you Mr Letcombe-Bassett ? " 

" Yes ” 

" Then is there another Enghshman here , a Mr Wig- 
more ’ ” ^ 

" Wigmore ’ Did you know hun ? ” the man agVH I 
“ No,” Hi said “ But I found a book of his and this 
httle gold lodiiet Did you know him ^ ” 

“ Yes, he was a piospector here,” the man said “ He 
died of forest fever here a couple of years ago ” 

Poor chap. Hi said It seemed a lonely death for a 
zxian with a mother and a lover 

Yes, the man said "He died of forest fever a 
couple of years ago There’s a lot of forest fever here as 
soon as the rams call off ” 

‘‘ Were you with him when he died ’ ” Hi 
Not actually with him, no , but m at the death, yes 
I was as near as I wanted to be Forest fever’s an easily 
caught complamt ” 

" Is he buned here ? ” 

Yes , or not far from here I had the Indians to bury 
him Indian fashion, m a hole m the hut ” 

" In the hut where I am ? ” 

"The hut where you are? No In the hut m the bush 
where he kicked the bucket " 

was 

dead ? Hi asked 

No , I didn't know that he had any people '' 

Hadn't he letters ? Hi asked There 


a]:e scraps 
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of letters in the hut , tom tip Perhaps we could piece 
them together 

'' There weren’t any letters/* the man said '' Wigmore 
had no letters I expect you saw bits of some of mine, 
from my loving father blast him '* 

No, these were to Wigmore ** 

" Oh/* the man said Well, I saw none I looked 
through his things Of course, out here, an Enghshman 
with another Englishman, that was the least one could do ** 
He had a girl and a mother *' 

" How the hell do you know ^ I knew Wigmore well, 
my damned young cub As well, that is, as anyone could 
know a fellow of that stamp ** 

" I don’t know about damned and cub,** Hi said I*m 
not your father ** 

The man stared at him for an mstant with a look of fury, 
which died on the mstant mto contempt 
"'I was talking about Wigmore,** he said ''If you 
thmk that this is a Sunday school, you*ll learn it isn't ** 

" I think no such thmg/’ Hi said “ But I won’t take 
* damned yoimg cub * from a hundred yards Blue, let alone 
his second cousm ’* 

** The heE you won't,’* the man said ** Well, I always 
iiked guts, so we'E reckon it not said " 

All nght,” Hi said " As we were I really thought 
that you were Wigmore The book was from his mother, 
and the locket has a picture of his girl inside it That was 
what made me thmk that he must have people ahve " 

He was a very odd fish, Wigmore," the man said “ He 
was a man under a cloud When you come to one of the^ 
sohtary men, prospecting m a place like this, you may 
always be'^sure that there's something wrong He never 
talked about bis past , but he let you see he had one He 
drank lake a fish, too " 

" Did he ever find any gold ? " Hi asked 
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** He was one of these pleasure-miners They always 
get enough to pay their Indies and keep themselves m 
cartndges They go brown after a bit , that is, they turn 
Indian 

By this time, he had slung his nfle by its bandoher to 
the crutch m the post Hi could see the mitials D W 
burned upon the stock it had been Wigmore’s rifie in the 
past Hi was uneasy at the way the man spoke about 
Wigmore he wished to know more 

“ It’s a pretty awful end,’’ Hi said, to die out here 
m the wilderness, all those thousands of miles from home ” 
** Damned sight better end than bemg poisoned by 
doctors m a frowsty hospital ” 

"" I wish we could make out enough bits of letters to 
find out where his people are,” Hi said 
" There aren’t any lettters, I told you ” 

** There are bits of letters, because I saw them Do you 
know, there is one w^ay we could find out about him ^ ” 

” How ^ ” the man asked, with a sudden close attention 
" From people m Santa Barbara He had a letter 
addressed to him m the care of a French firm m Santa 
Barbara I expect that they were his agent's There 
can’t be more than two or three French houses in Santa 
Barbara I could enquire at them all, and through them we 
could easily find out where he came from ” 

Agents ^ A French firm ? ” the man said ” You mean 
ChardenaP It is a general stores m Santa Barb’ He 
used to get his stores there They weren’t his agents 
he was a customer there As a matter of fact, I sent an 
Indio in with a chit to them when Wigmore died to cancel 
his last order They know that he is dead ” 

Wouldn’t they know whea:e he came from ” 

He was a very dark hoxde, Wigmore He never told 
that to me, m all the months we were together I don’t 
see why he should have told his grocers ” 



ODTAA 


^SS 

suppose you don’t know any English town with 
a name endmg m ‘ allet/ do you ^ ” Hi asked 
“ Allet ^ ” the man said, suspiciously No, I don^t 
know any bally * allet ’ If you’d ask my opmion, I should 
say you were gettmg Wigmore on the bram Are you 
sure you’ve not got a touch of forest fever ? It often 
begms like that gettmg excited about somebody’s bally 
corpse and that ” 

I’m not excited about him,” Hi said ” Only it is 
rather rough on his mother and girl, if they are wondermg 
about him, and hopmg to hear from him all tins time ” 

As I said before,” the man said, I don’t beheve for 
one moment that he had a mother and girl In all the 
months I knew him I never knew-him mention them nor 
have any letter from them Put him out of your mmd 
He was a dark horse and a tank It’s my beheve that he 
was wanted for somethmg anyway he was under a cloud 
Now about yourself you say you want to get to Ansehno ? 
Is that near Santa Barbara ^ Well, if it is, it’s seventy 
miles from here , and here is twenty miles from any road 
there ” 

Could you let one of your Indios guide me to the road 
there, early to-morrow ^ ” Hi asked ” My eyes are well 
enough The swehmg will probably be quite gone by 
to-morrow ” 

I couldn’t, to-morrow,” the man said 
“Why not? I’d be ever so much obhged if you 
would ” 

“ I couldn’t send an Indio to-morrow he wouldn’t go if 
I did it will be (Hie of their moon-feasts ” 

“ Well, then , why not to-night ^ ” 

“ You’re not fit to go to-night besides, these Aracuis 
won’t move a step at night I don’t blame them The 
snakes are abroad Then there are tigers Besides, there 
are too many ghosts for them ” 
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“ I would chance the ghosts,” Hi said, “ if you would 
direct me on my way ” 

" You would never find your way,” the man said " I 
couldn’t hope to show it to you m a fiist quarter 
moon ” 

" Will you show it to me to-morrow ? ” 

" Yes, I’ll show it to you to-morrow ” 

” Early , first thmg ? Would you mmd startmg early, 
so that I may reach the road before dark ? ” 

“ I’ll start fairly early ” 

" Will you tell me what you are ? ” Hi said “ I mean, 
what you do out here m the wilderness ? ” 

" I ? ” the man said “ I’m one of the damned lost souls, 
who hke my own way and mmd my own busmess ” 

“ Certamly,” Hi said “ I didn’t mean to be mqmsitive ” 
“ You say you haven’t any money ” 

” No” 

“ Do you play cnbbage ? ” 

" Yes ” 

*' It’s not much fun plajong an3rthing without having 
somethmg on the game Haven’t you got a ticker ^ ” 

" Yes, but the water’s got mto it It’s stopped ” 

“ Then you haven’t got a tosser ? ” 

" No ” 

“ Damn well on your uppers ^ ” 

" Yes ” 

" My God, My Father, while I stray You’d better go 
and turn m, then, if you want this early start I can’t 
play beggar-my-neighbour with you, hke a damned kid 
Next time you look m, you’d better bnng some ooftish to 
cover your cards with your mess-bills, too. if you don’t 
mmd ” 

" I’m sorry that I’ve no money,” Hi said “ But as 
for mess-bills, if you’ll tell me your name and agents, I’ll 
pay what you think fair for what I have had here. Or you 
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can take my watch It is a good one and nearly new . 
it will go well when cleaned ” 

“ We’E talk about bills to-morrow/' the man said. 
“ You’d better go and turn, m ” 

“ Very well Good-night " 

The man did not answer He stood stanng at Hi out 
of his cold, hard blue eyes his hp was hfted m a sneer 
Hi felt that he had never yet met a man so hateful " He 
IS a loathsome swme," he thought “ A vile, tauntmg, 
silver-nng tick ” 

He came to his hut and agam had the sensation that 
someone was there this tune so strongly that he called 
out " Yes, who is it, there ? ” before he saw that there 
was no one “ It is odd,” he said, “ I keep thmkm|; 
that there’s a man here I’ve got to be all jumpy from 
bemg m the forest , and then, this hammock-post is hke a 
man, and gives me the illusion every tune I wish there 
were a man here, Dudley Wigmore or another, then I 
might not be so dependent on this sneering devil ” 

Still raging agamst the man, he turned into his hammock 
to thmk of things which did not bear thought , Carlotta 
and Hosa dependmg on him , Carlotta’s marvellous 
grace, beauty and goodness , now m gaol among black- 
guards at the whim of a madman , then, himself, who 
was to have saved her, all astray m a forest, all those miles 
from even beginnmg to send word about her There was 
no sleep for one with thoughts like that 
Sleep would not have been easy m any case, for the 
village was celebratmg somethmg, a hunt or a moon-feast 
he could not teU what Half a dozen drums were beatmg 
Presently the boys of the tribe ht a bonfire m the imdst 
of the or space in the midst of the viUe^e They piled 
it high with wood which the women had collected during 
the day As soon as it burned weU, they began to march 
round it, blowing into horns of one note and fl^utes of two 
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notes some of them clacked discs of hard wood or rattled 
beans m goobies those who could not make music, sang 
The little, sharp-eared dogs sittmg on their haunches at 
the hut doors put back their heads, till they seemed all 
throat, and sang likewise The babies wakened from their 
sleep wailed upon high notes The men of the tribe sang 
or told stories the women and httle girls dragged wood 
for the fire 

I might be a thousand miles from anj^here,’' Hi 
thought “ It may take me days to get to Anseimo or 
anywhere else 

The bonfire ht up the inside of his hut so as to shew the 
tm boxes marked D and W Since he could not sleep, his 
mmd turned to these boxes There is somethmg queer 
about this man/’ Hi said to himself “ There is something 
odd about his relations with Wigmore He said something 
about these solitary prospectors being always bad eggs ; 
well, he doesn’t stake one as bemg a very lofty egg He 
says he went through Wigmore’s thmgs and found no 
letters I know that there were letters, which he pitched 
on to the rubbish pile only a httle while ago He made no 
leffort to find Wigmore’s fnends It’s true that he says 
he sent in an account of his death , yet he wears Wigmore’s 
belt and uses his nfle And then, to keep away from the 
poor chap while he was ill good Lord ” 

There rose in his mmd suddenly the image of the forest- 
fever, as a grey thing without a head, a thmg hke a worm, 
which said “ It is just after the rams now very hkely 
I have put a touch upon you, so that people wiU leave you m 
a hut till you are dead It is a very catching complamt, the 
iorest-fever ” 

Very hkely,” he said, ” very hkely I have caught the 
fever m which case they’ll never know at home what 
became of me no one will ever know, except the Indians 
who will bury me here,” 
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** I’m going to look m those boxes/’ he said, turning out 
f his hammock “ Perhaps there is some map or chart, 
: Wigmore was a prospector With a map I might be 
ble to find out where I am and how to get away from 
ere ” 

He pulled out the nearer of the two tm boxes from its 
overing of creeper It felt and proved to be empty save 
)r two smaU studs and a trouser button He tipped the 
ox on its side, to make sure that there was no label or 
ddress No further help there/' he said Now for 
le other " 

The second box had been used to block a hole which 
le dogs had routed m the hut wall It had been weighted 
iside with a biggish hewn stone, so that the dogs should 
ot thrust it aside Beside the stone were some scraps of 
rbbish which Hi brought out to the hght to examme* 
he thmgs were 

A buckle of a strap 

Two halves of a lead pencil which had fallen apart 

The lead of the pencil 

A mouldy piece of knotted ribbon, which looked as if it 
ad once gone round a packet of letters 

Two sodden letters m envelopes, both post-marked 
hepton Mallet, the one on February ist, the other Feb- 
aary 8th, 1886, and addressed, Dudley Wigmore, Esq ,, 
jo The United Sugar Company, Santa Barbara " One 
£ these letters was signed from mother " the other was 
•om your loving May ” 

Last of all was a much-weathered, ant-eaten pocket- 
ook, sodden with damp and so clutched together by a 
libber band as to be hker a piece of mouldy wood than 

book 

''This IS queer," Hi said These letters have been 
pened and carried about m a man's pocket They are 
ated only about thirteen months ago. Yet that fellow 
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said that Wigmore died ‘ a couple of years ago ’ Either 
Wigmore was ahve a year ago, or that tick opened his 
letters a year after he was dead It isn't hkely that that 
fellow could have made a mistake about Wigmore's death 
He said ' a couple of years ' One could hardly go wrong on 
a pomt of that sort One would remember when Ihe only 
white man withm twenty miles died 
'' Then that fellow said, that Wigmore was a prospector, 
a pleasure-miner, and drank like a fish Now it's odd that 
there are none of the prospector's things here no pans 
and sieves for washmg, no scales nor any stuff for making 
assays Then if he drank hke a fish, it is odd that there 
are no bottles left It wouldn't have been easy to drmk 
hke a fish out here , but if he drank at all he drank from 
bottles, and there are no bottles nor parts of bottles 
Now father said that any forest Indian would work for a 
week for a bottle, which is a very valuable possession here 
They make bottles mto lamps, canteens, jewels, knives, 
scrapers and arrow-heads There isn't a trace of a bottle 
in this settlement, that I can see So probably Wigmore 
didn't dnnk like a fish Probably also he wasn't a 
prospector Probably also he didn't die a couple of years 
ago, but a year at most This man has been lymg about 
him If he hed about his life, probably he has lied about 
his death There has been a Wigmore here , that Wig- 
more is probably dead The man who knows about his 
death has his gun and cartndges, and perhaps also his 
gold-claim and his mmmg things The man who lies about 
him has profited by his disappearance Supposmg tbift 
man, whoever he xs, this hundred yards Blue man, should 
have murdered Wigmore, m order to take his things ? 

Who is this hundred yards Blue man ^ I'll bet that 
aame isn't his real name, but a false name given to make 
me thmk that he is related to decent people He is not 
a gentleman nor a man of ordinary decent feeling he is 
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a tick or cnmmal I wouldn’t be a bit surpnsed if he has 
murdered Wigmore If he thmks that I think that, he’ll 
probably murder me I don’t think he’d think twice about 
murdermg a chap I’ll have to be joUy careful to-morrow 
But, first, I’ll look at this book, to see if it will help at all ” 
The book proved to be httle better than pulp It had 
been at one time a neat oblong pocket-book with a cover 
of black leather now the dye m the cover and the end- 
papers had soaked through mto the leaves, which were 
stuck together and stained like crushed blackbemes In 
the centre were two leaves which contained some legible 
jottings m pencil m a neat handwriting They were 
seemingly columns of names Closer exammation shewed 
Hi that they were hsts of words m different tongues The 
left hand columns contamed Enghsh words, the other 
columns were the Indian words m different dialects 

It’s a vocabulary or dictionary A polyglot Indian 
dictionary," Hi said " That explains what ttie man was 
He was one of these men who write books about the Indians, 
and Indian grammars This isn't the hand of a man who 
goes pleasure-minmg This chap was a scholar The 
only prospecting this fellow did was finding a new tribe 
with a different dialect ’’ 

He had been standmg bent over the book close to the 
door of the hut, where the glow of the bonfire ht his exam- 
ination Somethmg told him suddenly that he was being 
observed Looking up, to his left, to the point prompted 
to him, he saw Letcombe-Bassett standmg at the mouth 
of another hut, three parts hidden, watching him " The 
beast has been spymg on me," Hi thought, turmng away. 

He knows that I thmk thmgs are a httle fishy he has 
been watching to see what I have beto domg " 

The thought of bemg spied upon made him at first un- 
easy, then gay "If it comes to spymg," he thought, 

" I’ll see if I cannot lead you a dance " 
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He put the book on the shelf of the post for the night 
then he turned into his hammock, t h mking uneasy thoughts 
till he was almost asleep 

He was lymg high up in his hammock, with his head 
propped by what sailors would have called the nettles 
A faint noise at the mouth of his hut made him mstantly 
alert someone had crept stealthily thither, breathing 
anxiously 

“ Yes ? Who IS there ? ” Hi called 

“ Oh, are you awake ’ " Letcombe-Bassett answered 
“ I was gomg qmetly so as not to waice you I was afraid 
you might be asleep I only wanted to say that we’ll 
start m good time to-morrow, if you feel up to movmg ” 

“ To Anselmo ? I’m up to movmg ” 

“ I know nothing about Anselmo I can start to set 
you on a road which will take you to Santa Barbara ” 

“ That will do Thank you ” 

" Right We’ll start then after an early chow Sleep 
easy " 

He moved across the hut entrance towards his own hut , 
Hi wished him good-night “ He’s a pretty bad egg,” Hi 
thought " He is here for no good and he means me no 
good,” 

These thoughts m his bram slowly merged into the 
noises of the village, which m turn grew mto a night that 
covered him he fell asleep m his hammock half covered 
by a quilt of cotton 

On this the sixth day of Hi’s journey, the five hundred 
odd men of Don Manuel’s army made their first march of 
fifty miles to the eastward, so as to camp at the water- 
holes at Amaiga At the water-holes, they were jomed 
by some seventy more men, who had either followed thsm, 
or ridden m from the north or south When they left 
Aaaiga they were more than six hundred strong 
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I T may have been the cold working upon a body worn by 
anxieties and hardships it may have been confusion 
m a brain mne-tenths asleep , or it may have been 
another thing As he slept. Hi became aware that Dudley 
Wigmore was m the hut, sitting on a box, waiting for him 
to wake He could see him distmctly , a sad-lookmg 
man, of the middle build, fair-haired, blue-eyed, gentle 
and thoughtful, 3^t with a clench of resolution, m mouth 
and chin, which made the face memorable 

“ I'm an ethnologist," Wigmore was saiymg " You 
want to escape from here without fail This is Murder 
Poblacion " 

" Is it ^ " Hi answered " By George, did that tick 
murder you ^ Wait a minute I'll be awake m a mmute 
then, I'll ask you somethmg" He struggled with his 
sleep as he spoke, beatmg aside the quilt He sat up to 
see Wigmore beside him, sad-eyed, resolute, yet m some 
way remote from this world Wigmore was loolang at him 
with a look so sad that he could hardly bear it , he was 
plainly there, in a suit of old drill, leal and touchable 
Yet in an instant Hi saw the thatch of the hut wall through 
the man's body the body was and then was not, hke mist 
in a change of wind Dudley Wigmore was gone 

By George," Hi said " This is Murder Poblacion I 
want to escape from here That was pretty real By 
George, if that wasn't a dream, I've seen a ghost I beheve 
that that was Wigmore's ghost " 

He was not scared by the ghost, if it were a ghost , it 
had come with too serious a warning for that He was 
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thrilled through with exatement , he was pitted against 
a murderer m a place twenty miles from friend or weapon 
“ Golly,” he said ” That proves it to my mmd I’ve 
no further doubt that that man murdered Wigmore he 
did" 

As he turned out of his hammock, he saw that it was 
almost dawn the young men were mustermg to a hunt 
One of them began to make a melancholy noise upon a flute, 
to which the others answered by tappmg upon their blow- 
pipes Women were already at work at the cassava presses 
or at sphttmg away the twigs from the branches brought 
for firmg The young men moved off mto the forest 
the young women m a group moved off to bathe the 
babies, dogs, pigeons and parrots came all to hfe at once 
none but the grown men remamed m their hammocks, 
even they were smokmg 

“ I’ll go through that pocket-book by dayhght,” Hi said 
“ Perhaps I shall be able to make out rather more of it, 
when I have the hght ” He put his hand to thd shelf for 
the book, and found it gone it had not fallen to the floor 
nor into his hammock it was gone 
“ I say,” Hi thought “ That fellow must have been 
watchmg me last night, to some purpose That was why 
he crept to the door, that first time When I was asleep, 
he must have crept m agam and bagged it from where I 
put it All right It’s ]ust as well to know that he is 
roused I am roused, too But, by Jove, he’ll never let 
me get to Anselmo, now that it has come to this ” 

He was standmg, t hmk n^ these thought^, with a 
daunted heart, near the door of his hut, when a sentence 
floated mto his mmd as clearly as though a voice had 
^oken m his ear “ He will never let you get to Anselmo," 
the sentence came “ Look out for him ” 

It came with the distmctness of personahty from the 
depths of his bemg to voice the thought matured there. 
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“ It IS true/' he repeated, “ he will never let me go I 
must look out for him But what am I to da ^ " 

He had no time to think of what he was to do, because 
at that moment Letcomb-Bassett appeared he seemed to 
be in a much better temper than hitherto 

So you're up," he said " Good There's nothing like 
the bally dawn m these bally tropics one soon gets into 
forest habits here they are the only ways that keep one 
ahve here As soon as Chug-chug brings our chow, we'll 
pasea " 

It’s ]glly good of you," Hi said, " to see me off upon 
my road " 

Not a bit," the man answered " Out here, an English- 
man with another Englishman, that is the least one could 
do " 

Hi thought that to see a man off the premises is perhaps 
the least that one can do he also thought that the man's 
mood had strangely changed for the better since the night 
before Then he had been savage at the thought of 
showing the way now he was eager to show it It 
occurred to him that there might be a reason for this 
change, and that this reason, coming from an unpleasant 
nature, might be an unpleasant one 

I suppose I might reach the road before to-mght ? 
Hi said 

** Reach what road ^ " 

The road to Santa Barbara ^ " 

** Oh, that road," the man said I'm not so sure 
But you said it was only twenty miles " 

*^Did I^ HeE Well, it's more than that. But I 
suppose you might reach it Yes, if you're not lamed 
or crocked or ill you ought to reach it '* 

And can you let me take some food and water ^ " 
You'd better not take those here you'll only have to 
lug them along No We'll stop at another settlement, 
S 
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some miles from here, and get a swag and a gooby for you 
there Then you won’t have so much to carry But here 
s Chug-chug with the chow I always have chocolate, 
Spanish-fashion here, for breakfast A man has to be 
pretty hard up to drink mate m cold blood Fd as soon 
dnnk swipes at a wedding ” 

After breakfast, the man suggested that they should start 
He had his sportmg nfle under his arm and his bandoher 
buckled to him Hi kept his eyes from resting on the letters 
D W so plainly stamped upon them He had taken pains 
to avoid any reference to D W He wondered, -»as they set 
out, whether he would not come to know the contents 
of that nfle durmg the course of the mommg He wondered 
whether that was why the man had dissuaded him from 
takmg food and drmk Naturally, if I’m going to be 
shot,” he thought, ”he won’t want to waste food and 
dnnk as well as a cartndge But am I going to be shot ^ 
Does he intend to kill me ^ How am I to dodge it, if he 
does ^ I can’t refuse to go with him That would brmg 
thmgs to a crisis at once I must go with him, and look 
alive and trust to my luck The worse I expect, the better 
I shaU find ” 

The man led the way out of the village, across the 
nver, where the Indians were bathing, to a narrow path 
through a cane-brake The set of the path was to the 
south and west, which Hi knew could not be the course 
for Santa Barbara 

” This can’t be the way,” Hi said Santa Barbara 
must be north and east of this ” 

” Of course it is,” the man said ” But this is the way 
It swmgs north after a bit, but anyway you have to go 
west first of ah, to clear the marshes All the mountain 
water which isn’t soaked up by the trees seeps out at the 
foothills and makes marsh You’d better let me lead you ” 

” Lead the way, then,” said Hi It's ]olly good of yon 
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to trouble He thought that at any rate it was jolly 
good to have the man with the gun in front of him The 
path was a well-trodden, very narrow Indian track, run- 
nmg irregularly between walls of high growing canes, 
which glittered and rattled They had hard golden shafts 
from which pale sheaths, like com-husks, peeled High 
up, seven feet above his head, their shoots were bluish or 
seemed bluish from the sky above , while the sky m the 
narrow gash above was greenish from their yellowness 
The path curved m and out, exactly as the leader of the 
tribe had swerved from snag or snake long years before, 
when the Indians had first gone that way It was imposs- 
ible to keep direction after the first few minutes The 
most that Hi could say was that he never headed to the 
east, because he never had the sun m his eyes 

" We’ll keep forest habits, gomg,” the man said '' We’ll 
not speak on the trail ” 

Hi was much reheved at not having to talk He watched 
the man’s back m front of him, gomg on and on with the 
head down Wiat is the brute thinking ? ” Hi wondered 
** How soon he shall turn round and bowl me over ^ Or 
what a neat job he made of Wigmore and how it can be 
bettered ^ Or is he debating whether I’m too much of a 
kid to bother about ^ As to that, I wouldn’t mmd bettmg 
that he’s made up his mind to do for me The question 
IS, when ^ ” 

That was the mam question , but the other questions 
were not answered, they recurred contmually, the question, 
"‘Will he^ ” and the other question, “What can I do to 
stop him ^ ” 

There seemed to be no hkely way of stopping him Hi's 
mmd was working very clearly and weighing aU hkely 
chances The man was armed he was carrying his nfle 
at the ready He was a quick man, probably trained by 
years in the forest to wheel and make snapshots suddenly 
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He was a strong man, much strongei certainly than Hi 
If Hi were to dart in upon him, to seize the gun, he would 
certamly settle Hi without trouble , being strongei, quite 
as active, much more dangerous, and in better condition 
If Hi were to lag behind a little and then turn and run 
back, he would only run to this man's village, wbeie no one 
could direct him to safety, and all would tell which way he 
had taken If he were to leap to the side into the cane- 
brake, he might be lucky , he might by some miracle leap 
mto cover which would hide him far more probably he 
would at the first spring land m some thicket wjnch would 
hold him, like another Absalom, till his enemy could deal 
with him Even if he were not shot in the first minutes 
he would stiU be alone m the bush, lost, not knowing 
his whereabouts nor his course He might w^ander for days 
there -without findmg a way out 

What I must do," he thought, " is to wait, if he'll 
let me, till I can see some real chance of escaping, and then 
take my chance the first that comes an5rvvay of getting 
away there's none at present 

" But why does he lead me all this way ^ We must be 
three miles from the village If he had only wanted to get 
nd of me, he could have potted me long ago and put me on 
an ant's nest Perhaps, after all, he is settmg me on my way 
to Anselmo or to the road By Jove, if he is runnmg 
straight, ril apologise to him But I'll bet he isn't He's 
got something m his mmd and the time for our settlement 
hasn't come yet " 

They went on m Indian file through the^ cane-brake, 
neither speakmg, with strange thoughts and threats passmg 
from one to the other, till the cane-brake gave way to a 
jungle, which arched over the path, shutting out the sky 
They walked m a tunnel of greenness, pierced with slats 
of glare, down which flakes of living ghtter and colour 
floated and soared, or sometimes paused as butterflies Hi 
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looked for some place to his right side mto which he could 
dart for safety no place shewed there The man led on 
without uttering a word 

After half a mile of the tunnel of the jungle. Hi saw in 
front of him the glare of a clearmg, and at the same moment 
felt or heard a call withm his mmd, to look to his nght 
side Afterwards he decided that he heard the call as 
sound and at the same time felt it within him as wammg 
He looked, as the call bade, to his nght side, with the sense 
that that part of the wood was evil It looked more 
than usually black and joyless, bemg a thick co’ver of trees 
made like stage Druids with hchens Yet at the pomt 
where he looked there was a space of moumfulness, m the 
midst of which, upon a mound from which a foot protruded, 
he saw the figure of Dudley Wigmore, as he had a^eared 
at the hut the night before The face was sad as it had 
been the mght before it had a look of hopeless brooding 
Hi was quite certain that he had seen it he looked for 
one second it w^as certamly there he looked agam * 
it certainly was not there , though the foot was ther^, a 
white man's foot, m a boot He looked to his front instantly, 
just in time to catch the look of Letcombe-Bassett, who 
glanced back at that moment to see what he was looking 
at 

We're nearly there now," he said 
Hi felt that they were, but answered " Surely not at the 
road ^ " 

" No," the man said, " not at the road, but what weYe 
coming to " 

How far have we come > " Hi asked ** Four miles ? 

" Call it two and a hit " 

** It seems more, in this fo^’est," Hi said 
'' Fm used to this forest," the man said '' Do you 
find it gloomy at all > " 

No," Hi said " Not when I can see the sunhght/' 
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The last bit is a bit gloomy/' the man said It would 

be a good place lor putting anyone away, if anyone were 
mchned that way " 

I suppose it would/' Hi said, becoming very watchful 
" I didn't consider it m that hght I suppose you always 
run some nsk from Indians m a forest like this ^ Or are 
you too much feared by the Indians ^ " 

“ You never know where you stand with Indians," the 
man answered “ But this is the sort of place they would 
choose, if they wanted me to pass over Jordan And no one 
would be any the wiser One would be bones in a week and 
green plantation m two undiscoverable , ]ust like part of 
the world " 

He led the way mto a space which had been cleared not 
very long before by many men workmg together Hi 
knew that Dudley Wigmore had been murdered by this 
man at the spot over which they had just passed That 
was Wigmore's foot sticking from the grave , that was 
Wigmore's wraith dreemg his weird there How soon 
was he to be added to Wigmore's grave by those hands 
now pla5ang upon the nfle ^ 

There now, what do you think of that ^ " the man 
asked, noddmg ahead 

That was a stone temple carven with gods by some race 
long smce forgotten It had been covered by jungle until 
a few months before now by many burnings, hackmgs 
and tearmgs its face had been cleared and its doorway 
laid open 

\^at do you thmk of that ^ " the man repeated 
“ I suppose it is one of these Indian temples," Hi said 
" Yes," the man said, " one that hasn't been touched 
Do you know anything about these places ^ " 

No," Hi said, I'm afraid I don't " 

What do you think of it ^ " 

** It's veiy grand " Indeed it was very grand, being m 
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two orders of colossal architecture, carven to the cornice 
with grotesques of gods It seemed to Hi to be five cricket 
pitches long It was built with a tough stone facing over 
bnck Wherever trees had broken the facing, the brick 
core was laid bare they were small bncks laid m a mortar 
hke melted flmt spread very thin The bricks were rose-red 
and seemmgly as tough as stone All the roof of this temple 
was covered with trees, shrubs, plants and flowers, beautiful 
exceedmgly It occurred to Hi that this was the sort of 
place for which Dudley Wigmore may have come pros- 
pectmg 

“ I've had the men at work at this one for some time 
now," the man said I'm gettmg it a bit clear now. 
Where do you suppose the treasure would be ^ " 

“ I suppose the Spaniards got all the treasure at the 
conquest " 

Not from this one they never came near this 
one” 

“ rU bet they did” Hi said 

Well, I know they didn't," the man said " This place 
was lost in the jungle centunes before the Spaniards came 
I can prove it look here " 

He led Hi to the temple door, m front of which a great 
heart tree had once grown This tree had been sawn 
through and removed the near-by ground was all burnt 
and scattered with its wreck 
** There's the proof," the man said, '' that tree was 
blocking the mam door long before the Spaniards landed. 
Count the rings m the stump " 

" That's tifue," Hi said, glancmg at the countless rmgs 
But don't these tropical trees put on more than one rmg 
m a year ^ " 

" No, they don't," the man said " Whereabouts mside 
do you suppose the treasure is ^ " 

** I suppose under the altar, wherever that would be# 
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But the people would have taken it with them when they 
went from here " 

They didn’t go from here ” 

Hi waited he knew that the man wanted his help m 
some way m this treasure-hunt He would not ask any 
question which might bring in or suggest Wigmore He 
was certain that Wigmore had discovered this place and 
had been murdered because of it Any knowledge which 
the man had was Wigmore’s 

It will be hard work,” Hi said, to get mside this 
place ” 

"‘Nothmg hke the work of getting to it The roof 
hasn't fallen ” 

111 be surprised if it hasn't,” Hi said, ” with the 
weight of the trees growing on it ” 

The roof can’t fall,” the man said " These builders 
<;ouldn’t vault a roof That is why this place is so narrow. 
The roof 1 $ of slabs of stone laid upon balks of stone It’s 
as strong as a hill It is all enormous walls, with narrow 
rooms inside them There’s a certain amount of mess 
mside, of course these tropics sprout like sewage, but it 
can be easily cleared that is, fairly easily ” 

“ It would be interesting work,” Hi said, to get inside 
and see what it’s hke ” 

Interesting ? I believe you,” the man said ” This 
place was built by the Quetzals, ’vvhoever they may have 
been They had a picture writing of sorts and kept a 
history in it They’ve got rolls of their history m Santa 
Barb’ , people have been deciphering it Nothing much 
IS known of them yet, for they were gone before the 
Spaniards came Now I’ve reason to believe that this 
place IS the great temple of the Quetzals , the Temple of 
the sun, or the Semple of Gold It was a legend when the 
Spaniards came, as I expect you know they heard of 
It the> oft«i looked for it, but they never found it , the 
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forest-fever saw to that Except by a sort of miracle no 
one could have found it The Quetzals were a great race 
you'll see their cities up in Melchior , but the fever came in 
•and wiped them out I beheve that this old god-shop is 
bung full of gold 

What gold > " Hi asked 
'' Gold of offerings '' 

That would be exciting '' 

The Sacramento would be a fool to it 
" Do you know that they offered gold ^ ” 

They offered aU the gold they found, so the histones 
say thousands of pounds for hundreds of years beheve 
some of what you see and a tenth of what you hear it is 
still hkely that they brought a lot of gold here, and here 
it IS still " 

That will be a find 

Well, what do you say to givmg me a hand to get it ? 
IVe cleared this space by the help of the Indians, but I’m 
not going to have these Indians looking for the gold not 
hkelv That is the white man's perk none of my brown 
brothers m this for me no fear the hunting parties 
would go wearing gold till the Barboes learned of it news 
soon spreads m this forest Then we should have the 
Government in As you can see, it's more than a one 
man*s ]ob m there, but I reckon that two could shift the 
stuff and find the altar And we'd need two to get the gold 
melted down and into Santa Barb' They buy it there, 
pesos for weight, at the Assay Office I teU you, the 
Ballarat field is just footle to it This is Tom Tiddler’s 
ground, that the kids plav ” 

It sounds pretty thriUmg,” Hi said 

Thnllmg ^ I guess it is thnlimg p d thrillmg ” 

** Fm awfully keen on getting to Anselmo first," Hi said* 
" I know you are," the man said, “ I know you are But 
what is Anselmo beside what I offer you here ^ We 
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should shift our traps to here for a couple of weeks, and 
after that what would Anselmo be ? Why, you would 
be able to buy Ansehno buy it ten times over and all 
that's in it miss and mister And I'd be a lord at home 
and have a bloody deer-park " 

“ Yes, I know," Hi said I say, it sounds excitmg 
But have you any picks and crow-bars ^ " 

“ Yes, m a stone trough there out of the way of the 
ants " 

** I suppose we could get done m a couple of weeks ? " 
We'h have to, for the sooner we hft it the better Not 
that anyone will come 

You mean that the fever will come down ^ " 

No, but these Aracuis go talkmg and news spreads 
Shall we start, then ^ What do you say ^ Off saddle and 
at it ? " 

I'd like to, fnghtfuUy," Hi said 
** Well, here you are then," the man said 111 give 
you a third share m anything we find very likely a 
miUion pounds " 

" I say, that's generous But before we start work,'^ 
Hi said, " I'd like frightfully just to walk along the 
building and look at it, from close to I've never seen one 
of these places before " 

Look your beU 3 dul," the man said I hoped you'd 
see sense when it came to the pomt I'll get the picks 
along " 

The man kept his eyes upon Hi, who took a pace back to 
consider the front of the building He did not see the 
temple it was all a blur of angry gods topped by a foam 
of flowers and the spears of palms m a glare of hght as red 
as blood He knew that the man was watching him he 
knew that the man had killed Wigmore so that he might 
be alone in possession The facts of the murder were alE 
bnght m his bram Wigmore, the scholar, had found the 
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place and cleared it Then this man, the wanderer and 
waster, had come thither, by some Fate or chance, and 
had murdered Wigmore Now that he himself had come 
thither, the man wished him to help in the findmg and the* 
raismg of the treasure If he refused, he would have a 
bullet in his brain within ten seconds If he accepted, he- 
would have a week's or a fortnight's toil then the bullet 
If he tned to escape, what hope had he, save to wander m. 
the fever forest in the fever season tiU he died miserably or 
was lost in the marsh 

"" We'h start in that door where the tree was," the man 
said " It may not have been the main entrance, but the 
stone is all worn away there by people's feet it is a used 
entrance " 

" All nght," Hi said, with the words sticking m his- 
throat He did not know what he was to do , there was 
nothmg that he could do He felt suddenly that there 
was nothing for it but to plunge into the forest, cost what 
it might " I'll never get out of it," he thought " But 
anythmg to get away from this fellow " 

The buddmg faced him, running north and south across 
the clearing They were standmg close together nearly 
opposite the central point 

" Well, have you looked enough ^ " the man asked 
" You'll have plenty of chance to look at it m the next 
ten days or so " 

" I'd like to go along the ade of it once," Hi said " I'd^ 
hke to pace it " 

Pace away," the man said It's 120 yards, but 
you'll want to know for yourself,. I suppose " 

" Have you measured it, then ^ " 

" Yes " 

Well, I'd hke just to pace it and see it close to " 

He turned south from the man along the hne of gods to 
the end of the temple, which had not been cleared o£ 
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creepers , the forest came to it and cloaked it there He 
turned here to look along the hne of the building What 
struck him most was its silence, its blood-red colour where 
the facmgs had fallen, and the fact that every mch of it 
bore life of some sort The man was watching him and 
playing with his rifle , he was sittmg on the stone trough 
which contained the tools, much as a cat, having a mouse 
in a shelterless space, will drop him, withdraw a few paces, 
look at the sky and hck her fur Hi pretended to pvaTniTio 
the carving he felt that the man must know what was 
passmg m his mmd “ I must start pacing,” he thought 
He lifted his eyes towards the other end of the buildmg 
Dudley Wigmore was standmg there, facmg him, with his 
rignt hand upon the building, and with his left beckoning 
+0 him to come It was very strange he was there and 
yet he was not there he certainly saw him then lost 
him then knew that someone sad was there who wanted 
him to go there “ Right, I’U go,” he thought , so he set 
•out, pacing and counting 

When he came to the central door, abreast of the man, 
he was hailed “ You needn’t go any further, chum The 
other half is exactly the same, another sixty yards ” 

" I’m going to the end,” Hi said “ f believe your 
figures are wrong I believe you’re four yards out " 

” A pace won’t beat a jard-measure, chum ” 

” I’ll talk m a mmute,” Hi answered, still countmg 
*' Just a minute, if you don’t mind I don’t want to lose 
count ” 

He went on counting mechanically, thinking of a 
strangely different mark of a vanished race not far fro m his 
home m Berkshire Someone had told hun long before 
that that monument was 375 feet long. He counted his 
pacing of this temple wondermg if it would not prove to be 
the same, and if it were the same why it should be AH 
the time he was terrified, lest he should be shot m the back : 
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the sweat was dripping from him Hope kept surging up 
in him that he might escape despair kept urging him to 
fling himself at the man's feet and squeal for merc^ All 
sorts of thoughts, of home and Cailotta and the things, he 
wanted to do, seemea to be protecting him His hfe a as 
from second to second , “ eighty-one," he was alive, 
** eighty-two'" no bullet, eighty-three," not dead >et. 
Dudley Wigmore was there he could see his expression ; 
very sad, yet hopeful Dudley Wigmore was not there ; 
the end of the temple was there, in a great corner-god, 
helmeted in the snake and eagle, whose mouth crunched 
the leg of a man By this time he was up to the hundred 
Suddenly Dudley Wigmore \vas there again, showmg him 
the forest beyond the end of the temple the groimd waff 
sloping down there in a cover of grejish thorn and greenish 
scrub, topped by what looked hke ilex He went on 
pacing, repeating his count aloud " a hundred and ten ; 
a hundred and fifteen " 

Hey, chum," the man called “ Hold on a mmute. 
Wait for me a moment " 

Possibly he began to suspect suddenly at any rate, he 
snapped-to the breech of his nfle, rose, and began to walk 
steadily towards Hi 

I'm ]ust finishing," Hi called " I'm sure it must be 
more than you make it I make it 127 paces " He turned 
to see where the man was, measured his distance as about 
fifty yards, and then quietly, as though explormg some 
rum at home, turned the comer of the building 

The mstant that he was out of sight, he darted across 
the end of the temple into cover he forced his way 
through the scrub, ducked well down into it so as to be 
hidden, and ran downhill as he had never run He had 
gone perhaps seventy yards, head down and arms across eyes* 
against the thorns, when something hard took him across 
the leg, ]ust below the knee, so that he fell headlong 
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violently into a thicket It was a severe faU, which 
knocked all the breath out of him He came to himcAi f 

W 1 & a m his leg “ I’ve been shot,” he thought, 
shot and hit m the leg " ^ 

T ^ ^ plateau of the temple, he heard 

Letcombe-Bas^tt call _ “Chum Heya, chum Are you 
^ere, chum He heard him probe at some of the near- 
by cover, seemmgly with the barrel of his nfle “ I’ve not 
een shot,” Hi thought, “ I fell over a snag " He dared 
not stir a muscle, he hardly dared to breathe Letcombe- 
B^ett seeme^ so near, almost lookmg down upon him 
Smg out, chum,” Letcombe-Bassett called “ Where 
have you got to ? Answer” He listened for an answer, 
and, havmg none, muttered a curse 
“ You needn’t pretend that you can’t hear me,” he called 
You’re withm a few yards so answer don’t 
play the giddy goat ” 

Hi’s heart was thumpmg m his throat, yet he smiled at 
IS order, it was so like the call of a cross seeker, m hide 

Md se^ m the shrubs at Tencombe, biddmg the hiders 
to call Cuckoo again 

" Now cheese it, chum come off with this kiddmg 
where are you ? Cut this nght out ” 

There was a pause after this, while Letcombe-Bassett 

which would show him where Hi was Hi kept stiU as 
a stone, which was not easy, for he had fallen mto an uneasy 
posture m a thicket which was the breedmg or roostmg 
place of minute scarlet midges These thmgs surveyed 

W ^at he would 

th/« with the theory that the nearer the bone 

2e Mrofthe" Their bite was by far sharper than 

i ^ spotted-wmged marsh-midge at home But 
se han the bite was the pertmacity with which they 
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thrust down his neck, into his ears, up his nostrils, or down 
to the roots of his hair, before they bit Hi longed to beat 
them from him and scratch as he had never scratched 
Letcombe-Bassett listened, makmg no sound 
'' Chuck it, chum,*' he called at last I know you're 
there You won't kid this nigger I'm not that sort 
You'd better come out If I come m to fetch you, you'll 
smg a different song, my lad " 

Seemg that threats had as httle effect as persuasion, he 
tried again, with an appeal to reason Look here, kid," 
he said, " I’m only speaking for your own good You'll 
never find your way out of this You'll get bushed to a 
dead cert, ]ust as you were before And if you get bushed 
m this part, God help you There'll be no kind white man 
to give you chow , don't think it If a snake doesn’t do 
you, a tiger wiU Or if a woods Indian finds you, he'll eat 
you to say nothmg of the fever Come on out of it, like 
a sensible kid and tum-to at the temple 
" If you think I'm not offermg you enough, you've only 
to say the word I’ll go you an honest half, share and 
share alike, m all we find I can't say squarer I wouldn't 
do it for many people , but I like you, because you've got 
guts, and so I tell you straight " 

" That's why Doll Tearsheet loved Falstaff," Hi thought, 
not stimng An odd taste, but love is bhnd What will 
be his next move " Letcombe-Bassett paused to consider 
and to listen 

" All right, chum," he called at last " I’ll remember 
this You needn't pretend to me that you've got clear 
away I'm not so easily fooled as you may think You're 
withm earshot and very well within range , kmdly remem- 
ber that Are you gomg to come along and bear a hand " 
He waited for ten seconds for an answer, then said 

" I'll give you while I count seven if you don’t come 
before then. I'll come m and fetch you I Itoow where you 
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are As a matter of fact I can see you from here '' Ini 
was thriilmg hearing, though Hi believed (and e'^inestl; 
hoped) ^that it was not true The man gave it a fe\ 
seconds to work upon his victim’s mind , then he began t 
count 

''Very weU, then while I count seven One Twc 
Three Four Five Six This is your last chance, 
warn you straight Are you coming ^ Very well, then 
♦ Seven I think I may promise you that you’ll regre 
this, my young friend You’re withm easy shot-gm 
range, and I’ll walk you up like I’d walk up parti idges 
gave you a square deal, but you asked for trouble Don’ 
blame me, if you get it ” 

At that instant, from somewhere m the forest, perhap 
thirty yards from where Hi had entered it, a piece of ; 
dead bough feU to the ground, with a noise which to H 
was exactly that of one shpping on wet earth and recovei 
mg To Letcombe-Bassett it gave a much-desired clue 

" Right,” he called ” Thank you for telling me wher 
you are , now we’ll see My Indians say you stmk You’] 
stink worse before I’ve done with you, my young whelp ' 

At this he burst mto cover in the direction of the fallea 
bough , but as the jungle happened to be thick there, b 
gave it up, went back mto the open, cast about for Hi’ 
marks, and re-entered at the very place where Hi ha< 
entered When once withm the scrub, he seemed t 
neglect tracks and agam tried to force a passage to wher 
the bough had fallen He beat the cover as he went I 
was aU dry, feathery, fronded cover, sweetly smellmg whei 
crushed, but aboundmg m scarlet midges Hi heard hm 
slap at his cheeks and curse he himself felt that he wa 
bemg eaten alive, yet he could not stir 

"AU nght,” the man called “Don’t thmk I’ve don 
with you You’ve not done me yet Since I know you’r 
not over here, I know you must be over there , and whea 
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I get you, you'll get the kibosh put on all this poppycock ; 
you wait " 

The man cast back along the frmge of the cover, beatmg 
it, as far as Hi could judge, with care The wood there was 
all sage-green san-sari plants, easy to thrust through but 
confusing to see in, as the fem-hke shoots grew thick to 
the ground When he had made a cast of about sixty 
yards, he turned, to make a cast back, a httle further into 
the wood Hi heard him come nearer 

'' The brute," Hi thought, " he knows somethmg about 
huntmg , he'll cast to and fro like a shuttle tiU he lands 
nght on to me My only chance will be to tnp him and 
try to bag his gun " 

The man came slowly back, searchmg Hi heard him 
kick at the undergrowth, shake aside boughs, slap at the 
midges, and whistle between his teeth Sometimes he 
sang, m a voice no bigger than a hum, the first Ime of a 
song 

There were 4hree flies , three merry, merry flies " 

He would stop here, as though he knew no more of the 
words, hum through the tune, or whistle it, m a groom's 
whistle, between his teeth, and then smg the refram . 
" Whack fol lol tiddly ido " All the tune, he was drawing 
nearer, beatmg the cover , presently he was at the end of 
his beat, and tummg to beat back a httle further into the 
forest I'm sixty or seventy yards mto the forest from 
the clearing," Hi reckoned " He has gone roughly through 
half of that Now he's gettmg really near, and this time 
he may see me " 

The man seemed to thmk that he was drawing near to 
the quarry " Do you hear ? " he called, " you're not 
deahng with anybody , you’re dealing with me I don't 
give up when I begm a thmg I do it This cast or the 
next you'll be sorry, my httle sucking swme " He came 
T 
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back, upon his new line, beating as before, and muttering 
to himself Oh, not m there > No, but not far off and 
not much longer Damn these flies If I'd a dog I'd 
damn soon flush this puppy Come on out of it, you young 
swme My good golly. I'll take your pelt off m return for 
all these midges so much I'll promise you " 

He came slowly along, drawmg nearer to Hi He 
seemed to take hours over each few yards of ground Hi 
understood now how it comes to pass that hunted men, 
with prices on their heads, wiU sometimes give themselves 
up He had not come to that point yet, but it was no 
longer out of his thought The man came near to Hi, 
passed him, stiU muttenng, beatmg and singmg, and so 
slowly went to the end of his beat 
*'Now for it," Hi thought With the utmost care he 
moved his hand, so as to smear it, for one delicious mstant, 
over his face it was the only rehef possible the next 
mstant, he heard the man turn and come swiftly straight 
towards him Could he have heard or seen him moving ^ 

" That's where you are, is it, my cock," the man called 
** Right you are " 

Hi was tempted to leap and run for it The words went 
through him like shots , but he gripped himself, and said, 

" No, this man deals m bluff , he's bluffing now to make 
me stir " He lay still, while the man came straight towards 
him There was no song of the flies now, he was walking 
with some fixed mtention as though to a mark He 
stopped at about nme yards from where Hi lay Hx could 
see both his leggings and boots 
" Now then," the man said " Now then, my sucking 
dove, you're somewhere just about here I know you -n. 
must be I'm quite content to stay here all day, waitmg 
till you squeal I've done as much for a rabbit I'd got no 
quarrel agaonst I'd do more for you, let me tell you 
You won't tire me, when I'm fixed on a thmg Are you 
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going to surrender and ask my pardon > Well, if you won't 
answer, you're wise , for you're going to get a bullet m 
your guts before you're much older you can save your 
breath to squeal with " 

He came two paces nearer through the scrub Hi could 
see the fronds of the talpas movmg above him as he forced 
his way through Just beyond the talpas was a space of 
earth httered with yellow fungus When the beast comes 
on to that," Hi thought, " he'll be bound to see me , he 
must see me " 

The man wrestled through the talpas on to the bare 
space and kicked the fungus aside Yellow stmk-hom," 
he said He was withm six feet of Hi , he had only to 
stoop to see him 

Then at that instant, with a sudden startling leap, some- 
where to the right of the man and behind Hi, somethmg 
big arose m the cover and ran for it The man was pre- 
pared for a jump of the sort he leaped to one side with 
a cry ** Ah, there you go So you thmk you'll try that " 
Hi saw him clearly for an mstant, standmg tense, trymg to 
see the leapmg thmg^ whatever it was Then, as he could 
not see, he leaped mto the covert after it, shoutmg, Stop, 
or I'll plug you " Two yards further on, he may have had 
a glimpse of a quarry, for he fired, jerked out the shell, 
snapped m a second shell and fired agam, quicker than Hi 
had thought possible Hi heard him mutter ** Got him 
That touched him where he hved , but I've got to get to 
him, to make sure " 

The man stood for an mstant, trjnng to see " He's 
down," he muttered " Or is he down ? " The noise still 
came to them of somethmg movmg perhaps after all he 
hadn't got him Hi heard him jerk out the shell and 
snap m another ** Well, I'll soon make sure," he muttered 
** It wasn't a bad shot for nme-teaths guess-wor k, if I d * 
get him I'd have given sonething to have seen him co> 
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the spike These stinking kids think themselves someone 
at school then they come here as though the earth 
belonged to them they have to leam what they amount 
to" 

He moved away mto the wood Hi heard him there 
beatmg shrubs at about a hundred yards from him At 
that distance he was not hkely to hear small movements m 
the bush , Hi was able to change his position to a thicker 
patch of scrub and to deal with the midges After sm 
hour of searchmg, Letcombe-Bassett became sUent 
“ He's restmg,” Hi thought, “ or waitmg for some sign 
He thinks that if I’m alive I shall think that he is gone and 
get up to go , while, if I am dead, the camon-birds or 
those beastly ' betes-puants ’ will show where I am ” 

Letcombe-Bassett was m fact waitmg for just those 
reasons He had nothing better to do he enjoyed snap- 
shooting and would gladly wait all day for a shot he had 
besides found cause to beheve that Hi had not budged. 
Presently, he came nearer to Hi and called, “ AH nght, 
son, my Indios wiU be here at twelve with chow We’ll 
see how you feel with some Indio trackers after you ” 
This was the last threat for the time after this he came 
slowly up the hill, kickmg or beatmg at some patches, 
though not searchmg them as on his way down He 
passed withm fifteen yards of Hi, somewhere out of sight 
m the talpas and san-san In a few ^minutes. Hi heard 
him burst through a patch of crackle mto the dearmg 

" He’s gomg to wait for the Indian trackers,’’ Hi thought 
“ Or is that just a ruse of his ? I wonder how long it is 
to twelve ’’ 
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H e reckoned that he had breakfasted before seven, 
and had been at the rtun before nme perhaps it 
was eleven now Almost at once, he heard the 
chant of Indians and the drone of a pipe commg towards 
the clearing “ My luck is out agam,” he thought “ Here 
are the Indians this is where I shall stop, then ” He 
heard Letcombe-Bassett hail the Indians he was still 
close to, at the edge of the clearing Hi could hear the 
goobies clatter as the men trotted across to him He heard 
the man address them, explammg what he wished them to 
do , and the gruntmg of the Indians as they understood 
and assented 

He' was tempted to rise and nm , but the m«nory of 
the swiftness of the man’s shootmg held him back " He 
would have half a doisen shots m the first half mmute,” he 
thought, “ and then the Indians would run me down 
I’ve no chance that way , but this way I may get one bang 
at an Indian, if not at him " He squirmed down mto his 
patch, while the man led the Indians to the spot where he 
had entered cover some hours before " Leu-m, hounds, 
eleu, ed-hoidc,” the man called The Indians came mto 
cover, just like hounds, and began to cast, with httle cnes 
and ejaculations, like the whimper of hounds, feathenng 
yet not quite ownmg to it “ Ed-hoick,” the man called 
" Yooi, pash hutt up Hoik to Chaimter hoik. Hoik 
to Dowsabel Yooi, yooi, yooi , fetch him out ” 

“We all know you’ve been temer-boy to the North 
Surrey,” Hi thought with bitterness “ You need not 
advertise the fact ” 
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The hounds came eastwards in a very wide cast “ It's 
a drive," Hi thought " They're gomg to make a semi- 
circle, and dnve me up to the gun He's going to stay m 
the clearmg, to pot me when I break " 

He had not tune to consider the matter, for the Indians 
were moving swiftly to him, some above him, some below, 
and one straight for him They were on the work they 
did best m the world They were doing it with enjoyment, 
with httle quick cries, one to another " No power on 
earth can stop that Indian from seemg me," Hi thought 
He's commg straight for me " In an mstant the Indian 
had thrust aside the scrub, so that Hi saw him plainly 
He was a short, squat, plump young Indian brave, m a 
cotton shirt , he had long black hair sleeked down with 
fat , he had a gold half-moon m his nose , he carried a 
spear, and bore a blow-pipe on his back Their eyes met 
Hi had never seen him before, that he could remember He 
was abroad-faced, high-cheek-boned man, with hardly any 
nose, like most of the tribe He looked at Hi and Hi at 
him for one marvellous second, m which they understood 
each other So will a man and dog meet, understand and 
pass on, with no word said, yet the dog wagging his tail 
The Indian smiled and passed on, and Hi knew that it was 
aU Tight 

The httle quick cries became a httle louder, that 
was all, some sort of a message passed down the hne, to let 
the Indians know 

Presently the Indians moved up mto the clearing to report 
that the white man had escaped 
Their going was like the hf tmg of the cloud at the passing 
of the hne-squaU Hi knew that there had been an over- 
whelmmg change m his fortunes, brought about by no 
ment of his own, but by something fortunate that happened* 
He had been upon the rack for hours now he was suddenly 
free He cleared his face and hands of midges, though 
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their bites no longer seemed to matter He rolled over> 
with a sigh of dehght at bemg ahve, and fell asleep 

Sometimes in childhood he had dreamed a recnrrmg 
dream, of a most beautiful grave spirit of a woman, whom 
he knew as his Elder Sister Ruth '' In his dreams, this 
spirit sometimes came to his bed, looked at him with 
eyes so beautiful that it was hard not to wake, and then^ 
sometimes, some blessed times, took him by the hand and 
led him mto the air, through the wmdow and away, over 
the tree-tops, to strange lands, or to the stars Even if 
such dreams were broken they were a joy to him 
when they were not broken he thought of them for 
days 

He had not dreamed of Ruth for years , indeed, he had 
seldom thought of her smce his going to his prep school , 
but now he dreamed of her she was there, that heavenly 
spirit, caUmg him “ Chnstopher,'' her name for him, just 
as she had called him, for the first time, m that night- 
nursery at Tencombe, m the nook where his cot was, when 
he had wakened (as he thought) to see her beside him, lit 
by the flicker from the fire It was such joy to see her 
there, after those days of fnendlessness, that the tears 
streamed down his face He knew that it had been hard 
for her to come to him, and that it was hard for her to 
speak , yet what use were words, she understood 

For a moment he lay still m his happiness , then, thinking 
that he had not seen her for years, he gazed at her, and 
found that she had not changed , but that he could see 
more m her face than in the past She had a calmness and 
wisdom of beauty that was not subject to change all peace,, 
courage, goodness and happiness were m her face, and a 
hope so bright that no danger made a drawback V 

All this was joy to him for a moment, until, m his dream,, 
the thought came to him that she only appeared to him 
m dream , that this was a dream, and that it would fade. 
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She smiled at his thought No, it is not a dream,'* she 
said, '' look about you " 

Marvelling, he sat up and put out his hand upon the soft 
grey-green frondage of the san-sari That dry, feathery 
touch was real that smell of mint and turpentine from 
the crushed fronds was real The red-hearts in the glow 
of the sun were real , so were those little green wrynecks 
questmg their bark for food On the ground was the 
broken yellow fungus, and beyond it lay the two brass 
nfle-sheUs, with ants exammmg them A httle gust of 
wmd came down the forest, the san-san bowed to it and 
ghstened and dappled, like the grass under the wmd on 
Blowbury A buck of the forest, dehcate and proud, 
appeared, wide-eyed as a hare, noble as a Persian prmce , 
he scraped with his forefoot and tossed his head in challenge 

** You see, it is real/* Ruth said “ Shall we go on, then ^ 
We will set out together it is not far '* 

O God, Ruth,*' he said, “ I've wanted you I've 
wanted you ” 

She knew that, without his tellmg she helped him to his 
feet The light became more glonous than he had ever 
known it all the leaves upon the trees seemed to be edged 
with fire The hght upon Ruth's face came from the beauty 
of her spint he knew that This other beauty was a part 
of the happmess which she brought 

Instantly they set out through the forest side by side, 
so easily that they seemed to be moving upon the wmd 
the boughs gave way before them they passed the hawk in 
her ravin and the wild-cat m his range the deer gazed at 
them, but were not startled In a glade of grass where 
a brook ran Ruth stopped him, because, in the brook, was 
a nest full of the eggs of a waterfowl, and in the grass were 
little blue mitai bernes, known as the berries of our Lady 
from being npe near Lady Day of these he ate and took 
store 
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After this they came to a jut of earth on which a dead 
tree stood with its roots exposed Many mice m their holes 
here watched him with little bnght eyes At the foot of the 
jut was a shrub with hard, thick, dark-green leaves, and 
a rough bark, seamed with fibres like vems, as fragrant as 
mcense from creamy gum 

" Put this cream upon your face and hands,” Ruth said, 
“ then you will not feel the bites of the msects ” 

He smeared himself as he was bidden and instantly the 
bummg m his skm was soothed He saw Ruth gravely 
considermg him with eyes so beautiful that he felt that lj.e 
could not bear their gaze 
“ Will you be always with me ^ ” he asked 
“ Always ” 

'* Oh,” he said, “ if you would help me to save Carlotta, 
who IS m danger and trustmg to me " 

" She IS m no danger," Ruth said, " but the trumpets 
are calling ” 

As m a dream, the words " the trumpets are calhng ” 
seemed fraught with meanmgs from beyond the world 
He gazed at Ruth, as though by gazmg he would come to 
a knowledge of the truth He saw, as it were darkly, a 
confusion of mendomg terrible things to each other while 
the trumpeters blew Then all this cleared away, he beheld 
nothing but Carlotta m white, lookmg upward, with a look 
of happmess such as he had never seen, save on Ruth’s 
face Behmd her, he saw the pinnacles of a church, 
ghttenng, as he thought, from the hght catchrog the 
crockets, until he saw that the ghttenng was from winged 
qiints exultmg in such beauty 
“ It is not as man thinks,” Ruth says, “ but as God wills ’’ 
He felt the scene merge agam mto a dimness, so that he 
could not see, only feel, that he was movmg away again, 
with Ruth near him, over ccmntry which would have been 
difficult but for her presence She led him through 
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thorns, which he never felt and through waters where 
she bare him up Once, after the endless way, he would 
have sunk, had she not sung to him, as once before at Ten- 
combe, a song so beautiful that it was as though the world 
were smging What happened to him m these hours he 
never knew, save that he was miraculously helped m a 
sense, those hours were as though they had not been m 
another sense, they were among the intensest hours of his 
hfe 

It was after three o'clock m the next afternoon when he 
came out of the wood mto the plam of San Jacinto The 
forest ceased, the hght became stronger suddenly then, 
instead of the wavmg gloom stabbed with glare, he saw the 
plam, gomg on mto the north m rolls of freedom he saw 
the homes of men and heard the lowmg of cattle 

Soon he came to a road runnmg east and west , he 
turned to the east along it, till, at a wayside cross, he sat 
down, wondenng whether he could go any further the 
world seemed to be swaying beneath him and in front of him 

Half an hour later, a horseman hove in sight, closely 
followed by a three-horsed brake full of men and women, 
who were smgmg to a mandoline and a reed pipe, under an 
awnmg of green and white stuff The nder saluted Hi 
as he passed, then, being struck by his appearance, which 
was that of a corpse and a scarecrow combmed, pulled up 
and caused the brake to halt Some of the men dismounted 
and asked Hi, m Spanish, what was the matter A plump 
and pale young woman, with eyes like big black plums, 
came down to look at him Hi heard them decide that he 
was Enghsh and a caballero , but, then came a discussion 
of the question how had a caballero gotten into this 
pickle ^ 

Where you been ^ the girl asked, m English In 
the forest ^ ” 

Yes " 
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" Lost ? ” 

" Yes ” 

“ Ay de mi For how long ? ” 

" I don’t know ” 

“ Dios mio He had been lost m the forest Regard the 
mud see also the thorn-marks and the bitmgs of bichos ” 

“ Always some are lost m the forest they go bhnd, then 
they go mad They will drmk fire, t.bmkin g it water ” 

" Remember that man of Matoche he who had nothmg 
but a book " 

“Also that other the Amencano for whom some 
Americana must still mourn He had her locket, the poor 
man ’’ 

“ And this is but a boy and a caballero ’’ 

“ Yes, and very gentle,” the girl said “ His manners 
are so modest ” 

She turned to Hi, and spoke agam m Enghsh “ You go- 
San Marco ^ ” she asked “ We take you to San Marco ’ ” 

“ Is that near Ansehno ^ " 

“ Near where ? ” 

“ Anselmo ” 

This the girl did not know she repeated it among her 
fnends, who all seemed puzzled Then one man said 
" Anselmo ^ " 

“ Si,” Hi repeated " Anselmo ” 

“ Si,” the man said, with a swift jabber of assent and 
explanation to the company "Anselmo” He seemed 
to add that it could be readied through San Marco 
“ Yes,” the girl called, “ you get Anselmo there " 

" I’m not very tidy for ndmg with you,” Hi said, diewmg 
the wreck of his dothes, tom m forty places and mired to 
the throat 

" That doesn't matter,” the girl said “ Can you chmb 

up? ’* 

He could not chmb up , he found that he could hardly 
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stand The girl and one of the men helped to steady him on 
his feet , then the men m the brake got hold of him and 
heaved him m, with ones of 
“ Welcome the stranger ” 

“ Smce thou mayst be Jesus, welcome yet if thou 
beest not, welcome ” 

The girl, who had spoken Enghsh, made room for him 
beside her, and as the brake drove on, she put her arm 
round him and caUed him, “ My dear ” She had been 
-dnnkmg a httle, but she was a very good young woman 
" I talk English, my dear , I love the Enghsh some 
•of them, what ^ We had two English m our house Mr 
and Mrs Watson, do you know them ? To-day, we been 
to a weddmg " 

Here one of the musicians handed her a wicker-covered 
blue glass kqueur-bottle with a tm measure which could be 
screwed over the stopper 

“ Isn’t Paco dreadful > ” she said " First we had wme 
then we had brandy now he’s going to give us all the 
3filk of Venus We shall all be drunk, Paco ” 

" No, no, not for you,” Paco said '' But for the English- 
man ” They gave Hi a swig of the Milk of Venus, which 
revived him wonderfuUy then they took swigs of it them- 
selves tiE It was an gone then they threw the bottle at 
Unde Phihp (as they caUed the nder), hit his horse on the 
crupper and made him buck The plump young woman 
■was very kmd , she put her arm a good deal more tightly 
round Hi and said that she did love stars 

“You know, stars m the evenmg they’re so like 
angels” 

Hi said that she was like an angel 
” A bit fallen angel , I don’t thmk what ? ” she said, 

A man with a mahogany-coloured face, ” rather like a 
frog,” Hi thought, smce his eyes turned up and his face 
was all gomg to throat, began to smg a doleful ballad, with 
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a chorus m which all joined As all felt better after this,, 
one of the other men sang a song which went with great 
spirit, though it made the ladies blush As he was pleased 
with its reception, he sang all the blushmg parts of it a 
second tune Then the frog man produced a bag from 
imder the seat it contained three small bottles with 
brightly coloured labels showmg ladies of a free disposition 
The labels were prmted with the words Smiles of the- 
Muses*' There was much applause m the brake when 
they appeared 

‘‘ Ha Smiles of the Muses Three bottles " 

** Ha, the good Hernando, who knows what is good " 

** Always the good Smiles of the Muses, to drive away 
care and settle what went before " 

The brake pulled up by the wayside, so that no Smile 
might be spiUed The good Hernando dispensed some- 
thing hke a quarter of a bottle to each of the company- 
It was a syrup or cordial, about as thick as ohve oil It 
smelt, when opened, of all the flowers of heaven At a 
first taste it reminded one of strawbemes and of honey 
then it warmed the throat then, as it tncMed along, it 
made a feehng glow all the way down 
When the brake drove on again, the mandoline struck 
up a Smile of the Muse the reed-pipe piped to it and the 
company sang The song had not much body to it, bemg 
mdeed a catch about the eyes of a lady bemg as lovely as 
stars It went on, durmg some miles of the way, till m the 
dusk of the evenmg the brake halted m San Marco, which 
was a town of six farms and a chapel 
Here, as weary as Hi was, he noticed that something 
had happened someone had come m with news whichi 
brought all the town out of doors When the news reached 
the weddmg party, it changed their tone The younger 
men humed off to the group about the messenger, who 
stood on the chapel steps answering questions The frog- 
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faced man, the good Hernando, helped Hi down from the 
brake Uncle Phihp and the girl urged him to enter a 
hme-washed farm-house, with a smell of wme-press about 
it near which the brake had stopped Hi was so diz2y with 
fatigue that he hardly knew what he was domg, yet he 
shrank from brmgmg his filthy state into a clean home 
"You come to the harness-room,” Uncle Phihp said, 
through the girl, “ for a bath, and to get out the thorns 
and Jiggers ” 

They brought him a half-cask and hot water after his 
bathe they gave him a dean cotton sleeping suit and a bed 
with Chnstian sheets They brought brofibi to him, when 
he was m bed, but he was asleep before it came he slept 
for fifteen hours 

In the afternoon of the next day, when he woke, he 
found his clothes washed and mended Uncle Phihp and 
the girl brought hun a coat, a sombrero and a pair of new 
dices, which they pressed him to accept with a grace and 
^ sweetness of welcome which moved him almost to tears 
" Guests come from God,” they said 
“ Hosts, too,” he thought 

" If I ever can,” he said, " I wiU bnng these thmgs 
back be sure I can never, never thank you enough ” 
When he had dressed, he came to the girl 
" What has happened ? ” he asked " I’ve been lost for 
a week What has happened m the country ? ” 

“ There is war,” she said 
“ In Santa Barbara aty ? ” 

“ We do not hear of the city, save once m the week, 
when the ore-tram returns with the empty trucks No , 
but one from the west came here yesterday to call us to 
war There are thousands, he said, marchmg to Santa 
Barbara ” 

“ What for > ” 

" For our rehgion, so he said ” 
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" Is that Don Manuel ? ” Hi asked 
Manuel’s army that is marchmg ? ’’ 

“ I do not know It will be some army 
“ Where it is ? Hi asked “ Do you happen to know 
where it is ’ ’’ 

“ It was near here, withm a short nde, yesterday,’’ she 
said, “ gomg to Anselmo, the place you asked about ’’ 

“ That is it,’’ he said “ If the army comes from the 
west and is marching east it must be Don Manuel’s army, 
gomg to save Carlotta Is it a White army ? ’’ 

“ Yes ’’ 

“ Thank heaven,’’ he said, " Ezekiel Rust got through^ 
You do not know, do you, whether the Reds have harmed 
one Senonta de Leyva ? ’’ 

" No ’’ 

“ I suppose all the people here have gone to the army ? ’’ 
“ No,’’ the girl said “ One or two have gone ’’ 

“ Aren’t you Whites here Are you Reds ? ’’ 

“ We have the work to do it is the people m cities who 
have these quarrels ’’ 

“ But m this quarrel,’’ he said, " surely everyone must 
]om ’’ 

“ The work has to be done If these city people worked, 
fjiey would not have the tune to quarrel ’’ 

" Oh, wouldn’t they,’’ he said, “ that’s all you know of 
men But, look here, how can I get to Anselmo ? ’’ 

“ You are not gomg to fight ’ ’’ 

« I’ve been trusted with a message to Don Manuel I 
he IS to be at Ansdmo, I must try to get there to meet 
him You’re sure it is Anselmo ? ’’ 

" The men from here went there last mght ” 

“ And how can I get there ? ” 

“ The ore-tram to Piedras Blancas, gomg to-night,’’ die 
said, “would take you to within ten miles of it, so 
Hernando says " 
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*' Could I go in that ” 

“ Unde Philip will speak to the engine dnver ” 

" Oh, thank you At what tune would the tram reach 
the place withm ten miles of Ansehno ? ” 

“Who knows, with a thing so dangerous as a train? 
Perhaps at midmght perhaps at dawn Sometimes it 
IS two days ” 

“ Good heaven Is the engme-dnver hkely to refuse to 
take me ? " 

“ Hernando says that soldiers were searching the hne 
yesterday ” 

“ What soldiers ? ” 

" Red soldiers State soldiers from Meruel They were 
looking to see if tiie Whites were commg by tram ” 

“ Has there been any battle yet ? " 

" We have heard of none They expected none till they 
are dose to the city ” 

“ Thank heaven,” Hi said, “ perhaps I shall be with 
them m time, after all And, oh, will you ask your Unde 
Phihp to beseech the engme-dnver to take me ? Say it’s 
very, very important for a woman’s life may depend on it ” 
“ He ask all nght ” 

“ Suppose he refuse,” Hi said 

“ He not refuse, unless he got soldiers with him But 
Hernando says they may explode the hne to stop the 
soldiers ” 

However, at eight that evenmg, when the engme-dnver 
took Hi as a passenger, the hne had not been exploded 
and no news had come of a battle The engme-dnver was 
a Scot from Lanark, who had seen a detachment of the 
Western army away m the west two days before " They 
came to the sidmg at Zamorra,” he said, “ to hft the oats 
stored there for the teams Their captain was with them, 
a very big man, fierce-lookmg, with fine hands What’s 
this, they call him ? Manuel ” 
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"" Yes, Manuel 

“ The damned marauding son of a gun will get his neck 
m a noose before he's much older " 

“ Will he ^ " Hi asked " He has the right on his side 
Be damned to the nght on his side He's settmg up 
a civil war here, because he don't like the laws of the 
opposition Yon's a damned precedent However, he'll 
be soon hanged and his moss-troopers the same Now get 
m, lad, to your nest she's starting " 

Hi leaned out to shake hands with the girl, Uncle Phihp 
and Hernando, who had come to see him oft He thanked 
them agam and agam 

If you come these way again," the girl said, " you 
look us up, what ^ " 

" That mdeed I will do," Hi said " And I wish I could 
thank you or repay you " 

The train's jerk at starting flung him from his farewells 
into his nest among the ore, where he passed this the last 
mght of his journey to fetch Don Manuel 
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S HORTLY before dawn the next morning the tram 
stopped at the quarry-siding of Piedras Blancas, 
where the cooks of a squadron of Meruel Reds were 
preparing broth and mat6 with water from the railway 
tanks 

There you are, lad,'' the driver said, as he bade Hi 
good-bye '' Here's a wheen good law-and-order men to 
give yon maraudmg Manuel his paiks More power to 
ye, sons/' he cned, raismg his voice ''And hang yon 
idolatrous Deeck Turpm on a sour apple-tree " 

On leavmg the tram, Hi slipped through the crowd of 
quarry men and soldiers, out of the sidmg to the road 
Men and horses were coming from their billets in the village 
The cliff of the quarry loomed out white the stone dust 
made the village hke moonlight or a flour mill 

Tummg rapidly away downhill, he came to a grassy 
bank, where he breakfasted on food which the girl had 
provided As he ate, all that expanse of the plam came 
mto hght and colour from the mommg he could see 
There, far away, was Santa Barbara, glittenn^ under 
a smudge of mist, which hung over the violet of tfiie sea 
There, less than half way to the city, was the hill to which 
he had been strugghng all these days That heave of hill, 
t>y the church tower, one pinnacle of which was 
a statue of Our Lady, was the hill of Anselmo, distant 
He could not say how far distant it was, m that deceptive 
light " Ten miles," they had said, but it might well be 
fifteen, " Oh, for a telescope or a pair of glasses,'^ he 
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said, then I could see if the White army is there. That is 
where it must be 

As he turned towards Ansehno, he heard the sergeants of 
the Meruel Reds calling the roll at the siding 
'' Those fellows are here for no good/' he thought I'll 
get along to Don Manuel before I am stopped " 

The sun strode up out of the sea to give to the country 
a beauty, unspeakable to one who had been for a week m 
the gloom of the forest To the joy of the hght was added 
a beauty of overwhelmmg blossom, so great that the soul 
of the earth seemed to be exulting in the sun 
** I shall reach Don Manuel after ail," he said I shall 
be actually with him when we save Carlotta from the 
prison And, oh, thank God, after aU, I have helped a 
httte, for Rust has gotten through " 

After an hour and a half of walkmg, he was so far down 
mto the plam that Anselmo was almost merged m the tree 
clumps at its base It seemed to be less than two miles to 
the tower The track led through clumps of ilex mto 
groves of timber, among which a brook ran As he passed 
mto the cover of the ilex, he looked back at the land from 
which he had come, at the foothills like an advanced guard 
and the mountams hke an army of kmgs On the track 
by which he had come, he saw horsemen coming m twos 
at a rather quick trot There are those soldiers who 
were at the station," he thought They are commg this 
way, too Can they be commg to jom Don Manuel ^ " 
Why should they not be > They were State troops, but 
in civil wars, troops sometimes pass from the State to its 
rebels ** They can't be commg to attack him, anyway," 
he thought, " for there aren't a hundred of them, and Don 
Manuel has thousands, so they said If Don Manuel be 
m the village there, they'll meet their match " 

It came mto his mmd that if these men were commg to 
attack, or if Don Manuel, bemg at Anselmo, came out to 
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attack them, his own position, between the two forces, 
would be perilous He therefore hurried through the 
cover, and pastures beyond to a copse of Turkey-oak which 
hid all sight of Ansehno hill As he went, he listened for 
some sound of Don Manners army, the noise of many hoofs, 
the call of bugles, the shouting of orders, or even a shot from 
a picket As he heard no such sounds he concluded that the 
army was not there Perhaps it has gone on to Santa 
Barbara,’' he thought I may be just too late for it, 
through sleepmg too long yesterday” 

Then he thought, ” It is more hkely that they are aU m 
Anselmo town on the other side of the hill And more 
hkely stiU that they haven’t yet reached Anselmo They’ve 
been commg a long way on very bad gomg , they’re bound 
to have crocked a lot of horses That’s it, no doubt I’ve 
got here before them In which case, good Loid, those 
Reds behind me wiU probably take me prisoner I’d better 
hide m this copse till they’ve gone on or shown their hand ” 
He had not gone far into the copse of Turkey-oak, when 
he suddenly found that the further half of the copse was 
full of soldiers His first thought was, ” Here are the 
Whites,” but a clearer view showed him that they wore 
dusty reddish Meruel uniforms such as he had seen at the 
station at dawn 

” Meruel Reds,” he thought, ” I wish I knew which side 
they are on ” 

To hesitate would have looked suspicious he walked 
boldly on 

” I shall joUy soon know which side they’re on,” he 
thought ” They’re Reds I’ll bet my bunal money ” 
Those whom he saw were single mounted troopers, each 
holdmg three unmounted horses All were craned forward 
m their horses’ necks intently watching somethmg that 
ras being done outside the copse towards Anselmo Beyond 
Ihese horseholders, some dismounted troopers with carbmes 
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at the ready were at the edge of the copse, also intently 
watching Two officers who were there staring at Ansehno 
through glasses, caught sight of Hi One of them challenged 
m Spanish and at once moved up to him, to ask who he 
was, and Vv^hat he wanted there 

I am English,'' Hi answered, " I am gomg to Anselmo " 
'' What for ? " the officer asked, in good Enghsh 
To see George Elena ^ " 

Who is he?" 

'' A horse-breeder " 

" What about ? " 

" To borrow a horse to get back to Santa Barbara ” 
Where do you come from ? " 

I’ve been lost m the forest " 

How ? " 

'' Well, I lost my way " 

Oh, you lost your way, did you," the officer said, 
becoming somewhat harder m his manner " Why do you 
wear that coat and hat ? you are not a native here Why 
are you disguised ? " 

My own clothes were rumed in the forest as you can see/* 
Hi said " Some kmd people at San Marco, where I came 
out of the forest, gave me these to make up " 

The other officer moved over to them, to ask what his 
brother had asked 

" So, a sacred pekin," he said They talked m Spanish 
for a moment, with looks at Hi which were not favour- 
able 

** Zubiga," the elder officer called, to a couple of orderlies, 
who jumped forward at the order, "Take this man m 
charge " Then turning to Hi, he said, " You will stand 
aside alittle We wiU see later " 

" Mayn't I go on to Anselmo ? " 

" No sacred pekm, you mayn't '' 

They left him with the orderhes, while they returned 
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towards the edge of the copse to watch what their scouts 
were doing “ They are sending out spies,” Hi thought 
“ r\e come just too late Don Manuel is up the hiU in 
Ansehno, and if I'd only been here an hour sooner, I'd have 
joined him before these devils amved Now I'm diddled 
agam ” 

After some mmutes of suspense, the squadron from 
Piedras Blancas entered the copse The officer m charge 
of it took the salute of the two ofi&cers who had stopped 
Hi , he spoke to them both, went to the edge of the copse, 
to watdi what was bemg done, talked for a few mmutes 
there, and then came to Hi He was an elderly man, with 
a frank, fearless face, and the pug-nosed look of a hght- 
weight boxer 

Like all the ofi&cers of the army he spoke Enghsh 

“ When were you last m Anselmo ? " he asked 

“ I have never been there ” 

” Never , yet you know people there Do you speak 
Spanish ” 

“ No unfortunately I’ve only been about a fortnight 
m this country ” 

“ WTiere were you last mght ? ” 

” In the ore-tram coming from San Marco to Piedras 
Blancas ” 

" Where were you yesterday ” 

“ At San Marco ” 

" Did you see or hear anythmg of a rebel army at San 
Marco ^ ” 

" No ” 

" How old are you ^ ” 

" Eighteen ” 

" What are you domg m this country ? How did you 
come here ? ” 

Hi told him as much as be thought sufiSaent . it did not 
rinj quite true The ofificer seemed puzdecL 
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“ Were you m Piedras Blancas tlus mommg ? ” he asked. 
“ Yes ” 

“ You saw these troops ’ ” 

“ Yes ” 

“ Did you see troops yesterday ? ” 

“ No ” 

“ Yet you saw these this moming, you say ? ” 

“ Yes ” 

“ And at once decided that you would bring the news 
of what you had seen to Anselmo ” 

“ Not at all,” Hi said “ I'm not a spy I happen to 
know that the Eleneis in Anselmo have horses, and as they 
know friends of mme m Santa Barbara I hoped to borrow 
a horse to nde home on " 

The officer frowned 

“ There's somethmg not quite nght, somewhere,” he 
said, " I don’t see what brmgs you here What friends 
have you m Santa Barbara ” 

“ Mr Wmter of Quezon Mr Weycock of the Sugar 
Company knows me ” 

“ Englidi people ? ” 

" Yes ” 

“ All right,” the officer said “ Stand easy ” 

He stood easy for a few seconds, considermg, then he 
returned to Hi 

“ You say you were taken to Ribote and then lost your 
way m the forest ^ What were you domg when you were 
taken to Ribote ’ ” 

“ Gomg to Ansdmo ” 

“ What for ? ” 

" To see the Elenas' horses ” 

“ You say this was ten days ago ? ” 

“ Yes " 

“ Why diould you see the Elenas’ horses ^ ” 

" My father is a horse-breeder m England ” 
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“ If you’re lying,” the officer said, '' it may be a very 
serious matter for you ” 

I am not lying,” Hi said he hoped that he wasn’t 
A couple of scouts rode m to the copse to leport the officer 
left Hi to examine them he went with them to the copse- 
edge while they explained something Hi could see them 
gesticulatmg, while the officer tried to get at the truth 
After a minute’s thought, he called the other officers, ex- 
plained the situation to them, and gave the order to mount 
Seeing Hi, he called to the orderly in Spanish to bring the 
boy with him Mount him on a spare horse,” he said 
Sir,” Hi called out ” Will you not let me go on to 
Anselmo ? ” 

” No, sacred pekm,” the pekin officer answered ” And 
make less noise ” 

When the squadron had mounted, with Hi in their midst 
on a spare horse, the files moved away out of the copse into 
the open They moved across a scrubby pasture m a 
direction parallel with Anselmo hill Flankers rode out 
to their left, and all eyes were turned to the left, not to 
Anselmo, but to a roll of nsmg ground beyond it ” That 
is where Don Manuel is, then,” Hi thought 

As they drew clear of the trees, Hi had for a moment a 
good view of Anselmo It was hke one of the little hill 
cities which he had seen in Italy, except that it was smaller 
than any, and stood upon a smaller hill A clump of trees 
grew on the hillside so as to hide most of the waU with 
gray-green leaves From the edge of the wood the white 
church tower rose, topped by its statue 

When this was about a mile behind them, the troops 
came over the roll of ground mto sight of the plain stretching 
on into the west There, rather more than a mde away, was 
a big white estancia with a haras or horse-breeding stable 
beside it, below three conspicuous windmill pumps About 
half a mile beyond this, movmg slowly towards Santa 
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Barbara, was a large body of mounted men, with flankers 
thrown out on both sides, and many spare horses 

There they are,'' everybody said at once There it is,"" 
Hi said to himself That is Don Manuel's army, or a 
part of it , and that big breeding stable is the Elenas' place, 
where I ought to have been ten days ago 
“And now," he thought, yith a quickening pulse, 
“ I shall probable see a battle , and these hundred odd 
Reds will get hcked as they deserye " 

However, the oflSicer of his party had no mtention of 
engagmg He hung to the rear of the movmg army for 
rather more than a mile then, at a crossing of tracks, he 
turned away directly to Santa Barbara and gave the order 
to trot It was perhaps ten m the mornmg when they left 
the cross-roads it must have been mid-day when they 
halted at the Inn of the Little Foxes, where a trooper, 
bearing a red pennon, stood at the door the mn bemg 
a headquarters of some kind 
The commander went mto the inn to report and to ask for 
orders He was gone for a quarter of an hour, dunng which 
a shot was fired a mile or two to the west It was followed 
by several shots, of different quahties, answering each other. 
After this, though the firmg often almost ceased, and 
sometimes sounded from further away, it never qmte ceased 
and on the whole drew hearer It was aU independent 
firmg 

It reminded Hi of the sounds of pheasant shootmg at 
home in the unpreserved downland coverts where birds 
dre scarce 

When the commander came out, another oSicer was with 
him This one seemed to be a general, preparmg to nde 
He was flicking his spotless boots with a silk handkerchief, 
and walking with an arch of the legs caused partly by tight 
breeches partly by affectation Where is this Enghsh 
fellow ? he called 
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‘‘ There, sir,'' the commander said Bring him up, 
you'' Hi was led forward 
** I beheve, boy, that you are a spy," the general said 
‘ ' I've a good mind to shoot you Most soldiers m my place 
would shoot you As it happens, my orders are not to 
shoot aliens, but to send them m for trial , which I shall do 
You will go m to Santa Barbara till your case can be sifted 
a httle Any misfortune which happens to you you will 
have brought upon yourself " He called m Spanish to 
some troopers to take Hi to the waggons which were about 
to start under escort to the city He also gave them a few 
written words about Hi's case for the escort commander 
As Hi now knew what answer any officer would give to him, 
if he rephed, he held his peace The troopers gave him 
mto the charge of the escort of the waggon, who told him, 
m English, to get mto a waggon When Hi asked which 
waggon, for there were half a dozen tilted army waggons all 
of one pattern, the man told him that he did not care which 
waggon, but that if he did not get into one straightaway 
he would break his face " Get into that one there," he 
cried, " and don't show your face outside the tilt or you'!! 
get a butt m the hp " 

" You can't come in here," an Enghshman, mside the 
waggon said, " this one is full up " 

" What are you waiting for ^ " the escort called " Get 
m " 

It IS full up," Hi said 

Full up," the man rephed " Who says it's full up ^ 
You sacred suspects should all be shot if I'd my way I'll 
see if you're full up Get m Make way for him, you 
Now get m " With a cudgel which he carried he poked the 
"suspects till they made room , then Hi was thrust m among 
them 

The waggon was full It contamed an Englishman with 
z Spanish wife and three little children, an elderly 
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American in the pineapple trade , an imbecile of doubtful 
nationality who dnbbled at the mouth and gurgled m the 
throat , a strong young native woman m hystencs , an old 
woman who was drank, her grandson, who had eaten 
somethmg which had disagreed with hun , three native 
men, one^ of them very old and infirm, the second shot m the 
body, unconscious and plamly near death, the third m a 
dreadful condition with fever On the top of the dis- 
comforts of Hi*s entrance, the waggons started 

'*Why couldn’t you have gone to one of the other 
waggons ? ” the Enghshman said '' You could have seen 
that this was fuU, one would have thought ” 

“ I had to do what I was told,'^ Hi said It’s not my 
fault ” 

“ At least you can give a lady room,” the man rephed> 
you can see that there’s a lady here in an mterestmg 
condition ” 

I am sorry,” Hi said, movmg as far as he could, I 
did not see ” 

Any man of decent feehng would stand up,” the man 
said But perhaps you don’t come from the fobug St* 
German ” 

‘'Where IS that?” 

” Oh, perhaps you don’t understand Latin , it’s where 
manners is ” 

“ Well, I wish we were there,” Hi said 
“ That touched you where you hve,” the Amencan said. 
“ This kid ain’t to blame for commg here Though I’ll 
roast this gol-demed Government for putting him ” 

Ay, ay, ay, de mi,” the young woman called, as she 
rose to a sittmg posture and clawed with both bands m the 
faces beside her 

“ Come off With all that, Angehta," the Amencan said. 
** You, mister, catch a holt of that hand and I’ll catch a 
holt of this, then she won’t do us an mjury ” Hi caught 
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one of the arms of the young woman as he was bid, but she 
was strong in the arm and wiithmg all ways at once 
Gee,'" the Amencan said, “ this young woman will ask 
her husband how about it when he comes home from his 
Lodge , she won't wait till da3r dawns " 

As Hi hove down the arm of the young woman, the 
imbecile began to coo at him, with symptoms of affection 
Presently the Enghshman, who was a tall, thin, hatchet- 
faced man, with httle moustaches waxed at the ends, said 
That captam man ought to be shot for sending a lady m 
sach a state m a waggon like this I have been here five 
years and this is my reward My wife now is going to be 
sick It IS the fresh air beating upon her, m her present 
state ” 

The old woman, who was drunk, here shoved her grand- 
son to the tail-board of the waggon , the fresh air seemed 
to have beaten upon him 

** This IS a nice way to send a lady to the city," the 
Enghshman said "That boy ought to be ashamed of 
himself As for that captam-man, I shall complain to the 
Government It is a marvel that she doesn’t miscarry " 
" She’U run a darned good chance of that," the Amencan 
said " The Whites will be here this afternoon There'll 
be fighting in the streets to-night So if you know a good 
snug cellar in a back street, get to it, pronto " 

Here the three children of the Enghshman began to 
cry , their mother, who was a big woman with a white 
fat face and ]owl, boxed their ears for crying The drunken 
woman, havmg soothed her grandson a httle, drank from a 
bottle , then, rismg from the floor to her feet, tried to 
dance, hfting her skirts to her knee All ths^s time the 
waggon was swaymg forward at a good pace cm a rough 
road, the children were weeping, the Enghshman was 
growling, the young woman was writhing and hysterical^ 
the old man was motionless, the dying man gasping for air. 
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and the man with the fever was shivering Hi and the 
American were trying to keep the girl m one place The 
imbecile, who had decided that he hked Hi, kept pressing 
close to hun and patting the back of his neck Hi, who 
had no free hand, kept warding him off with his elbow ; 
but the creature, perhaps mistakmg this for a return of 
affection, pressed back, cooing 
The girl suddenly shook herself free and shrieked at the 
top of her voice She did not know what she was domg ; 
all her young muscular body was out of control Hi 
remembered tales in the Bible of people who '' had a devil 
this young woman had a devil, or the devil had her “ Look 
out, kid,*' the American called, “ she's into the hay dot, your 
side ** 

'' Come back,** Hi called “ Be quiet, senorita , it's ali 
nght We*re all friends here** 

Friends," the American said, I guess we are It's 
these darned Santa Barbarians who are the enemies m this 
land They'll knock my apple season galley west Lie 
stiH, Angelita, lie stiH " 

It's aU these hidalgos," the Enghshman said They 
cause the trouble m this land What this land wants is to* 
be opened up to free competition and progress It wants 
white men These priests and these hidalgos are fallacies „ 
they ought to have been exploded long ago If the Enghsh 
Government doesn't step m, it ought to be made to My 
wife is a Pmamente , one of the oldest famihes, if we had 
our nghts , and here these soldiers, these fine jacks-m- 
office, send her in a waggon like this " 

“ I feel for her," the American said, " bemg of a darned 
old family myself " 

At this moment, above the noise of the waggons, as they 
bumped and lurched along, there came the whme and beat 
of barbaric music The waggons drew to the side of the 
track, while the music grew louder and went by Some 
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hundreds of horses in twos went by, with a scuffling up of 
dust and the stink of sweat, horses and hot leather 
" Pitubas moving out,'' the Amencan said I told you 
the Whites are commg They'll fight this day and the 
Whites'll whip " 

How do you know ^ " the Englishman asked 
Because I've been in the fightmg business , had three 
years of it, and I know fighters when I see them Man for 
man, the Whites will put rmgs round these yellow devils " 
You lie," the old drunken woman said suddenly, in 
very good Enghsh, bhnkmg like an owl *'Damn your 
soul, you he " She bhnked, but said no more , as it 
happened, it was aU the Enghsh she knew The waggon 
halted by the side of the track as other music drew nearer 
'‘Their darned national anthem," the American said, 
begmning to smg to the tune. 

We will rally to the banner of our fathers, 

In the land that we lo — o — 0 — ove so well 
We Will rally to the banner of oui fathers. 

In the land where our lo — 0 — oved ones dwell 
Red the blood that we shed for our faith. 

Red the flag that we cherish to the death. 

Red our hope for our enemies' confusion 
In the land that we lo — o — ove so well 

" Perro de R030," the old woman screamed “ Abajo, 
perro de Rojo," she leaped up to a kneeling posture and 
spat m the American's face 

" Now, now, momma," he said, “ That don't go You 
didn't ought to spit at people, even when you've bit 'em 
and hate the taste " 

She snarled at him like a wild beast , then, seeing foot 
soldiers marchmg by in the dust stirred up by the Pitubas^ 
horses, she wrestled her way to the tail-board of the 
waggon, from which she cursed them for being Red 

Come back into the waggon, mother," the American 
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said ** Gee, kid, catch a holt of mommer These Reds 
will shoot her if she don't let up " An officer who was 
passing struck her with the fiat of his sword m the face 
Keep m," he said And you, driver, get on with you 
into the city " 

The waggon moved on slowly after that Troops were 
passing, horse, foot and a few guns, with waggons and 
gear They were m the suburbs by this time, among 
houses, in a stream of people who were setting into the 
city, carrjnng whatever they could from their homes in the 
threat of war At the gate, there was delay and confusion , 
the waggon was jammed m the crowd, waitmg its turn to 
pass When they came through the gate, a big mulatto, 
with a bnght green ostrich plume m his hat, looked under 
the tilt at them, and said, “ Suspecteds Take all 
Suspecteds to the Church of the Sanctity of Lopez, once 
called by the slaves of superstition Trinity " 

They had not far to go to this church They passed a 
public square used as a camp for refugees, then they entered 
what seemed like a city of the dead, where none stirred out 
from the shuttered houses As the guards herded them 
mto the C:hurch once called the Tnnity , Hi heard the distant 
fire of nfies, poppmg more constantly from the region 
through which he had passed 

** Skirmishers’ mdependent fire,” the Amencan said 
“ If it comes nearer, it’s a sign the Whites have whipped , 
if it dies down, it’s a sign the Whites are whipped Say,” 
he contmued, to one of the Red officers at the church-door, 
” we here are Amencan and Enghsh citizens Don't you 
think to gaol us, but send us to our Consuls ” He repeated 
this pointedly in Spanish ” We’re not going to stand for 
being gaoled,” he said 

This IS no gaol,” the officer explamed, ” but a shelter 
till affairs are resolved Whom do you wish to see ? ” 

” The Amencan Consul ” 
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" And you ’ ” 

“ The English Consul,” the Englidiman said 
And you ? ” 

" I want to go to my hotel, the Santiago,” Hi said 
" It is closed” 

” Then to the Enghsh Club ” 

“ That, too, is closed ” 

“ Then the Enghsh Consul ” 

The of&cer made notes m pencil upon a piece of paper 
Word win be sent at once to your Consuls,” he said 
“Now enter” 

“ I’ll be darned if I enter,” the American said 
Half a dozen troopers flung him violently mto the church , 
Hi and the Englishman were flung m on top of him, and the 
doors were closed and locked upon them Two English- 
speakmg guards m the pulpit called out to them to be quiet 
“ But we msist on seemg our Consuls ” 

“ Consuls sent for,” the men said ‘‘ Hold your rows ” 
“ I’ll bet the Consuls aren’t sent for,” the American said 
*' I know my darned Barbarians by this time ” 
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I T was about half-past one in the afternoon when the 
church doors closed the sound of the nfle fire con- 
tinued, m an irregular popping as though the people 
some miles away were lettmg off fire crackers 
“ That's not fighting,” the Amencan said, “ that’s still 
only skirmishmg These darned people^can neither make 
war nor keep peace ” 

The church was of a Renaissance model, with rounded 
wmdows high up m the walls, and a ceihng pamted with 
simpenng ladies m clothes like rolls of blue smoke All 
the sacred ssnnbols had been wrenched or cut away from the 
decorations A big coloured prmt of Don Lopez stood m a 
gilt frame over the altar It represented him m evenmg 
dress with a red sash across his shirt It had a dreadful 
hkeness ±o a pig whose throat had been cut Under him 
in gilt letters was the legend 

Liberty from Superstition 

There were about a hundred men, women and children 
of the suspected imprisoned there most of them were 
stunned, some were terrified one or two, like the young 
girl, hysterical What shocked Hi was the atmosphere of 
suspiaon all there were afraid that the next person was 
a spy They looked at each other, but hardly spoke, 
hardly even whispered They watched the shot man die 
and the fevered man shake, without mterest and without 
help I was I, he was he , self was become tembly impor- 
tant, and sympathy a dangerous thing 
3 C 313 
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"They’ve been through the mill, these people,” the 
Amencan said 

" How do you know the Whites wiU be here this after- 
noon ^ ” Hi asked him 

" Cut it nght out, son,” the Amencan said “ I’ve been 
through one of these picmcs once before here This place 
is plum full of spies You’d best not talk ” 

" But do you know if the Reds have killed anyone here ? ” 

" Killed ’ I dunno I guess they won’t kill till they 
see which way the weasel pops If they whip, they’ll np 
around But you stay qmet ” 

The advice was good, for even as they talked a man 
edged a httle nearer to them, with the look of the eaves- 
dropper When he found that the two fell silent, he 
sidled up to Hi, mdicated the portrait over the altar, and 
said “ Look at that I call that a dam’ outrage don’t 
you ? ” Something in the look of the man remmded Hi 
of the brothel-touts who had beset him at the landing 
stairs before ’Zeke drove them away it flashed mto his 
mmd that this man might be a spy so he answered, 
“ No, I call it ‘ Liberty from Superstition ’ ” The man was 
puzzled by the answer, but seemed to consider Hi’s youth, 
and then moved away 

Soon after this, an armed guard appeared at the door, 
under an officer, who eiqilamed that the married couples 
as weE as all wcanen and children there m prison were to 
be moved " m the mterests of morahty ” to another church, 
where they would be alone As some of them expected 
to be murdered outside the doors, this caused a piteous 
scene, of screaming and begging for mercy, but by per- 
suasion and force the removal was made. Among those 
removed, to Hi’s great relief, was the Enghshman with the 
Spanish wife, the pnde of the Pinamentes, and their three 
c%dren 

While the doors were open, some sweepers from the 
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barracks brought m a cask of water and a basket of army 
bread for the use of the pnsoners for which those with any 
appetites left were glad and thankful 
The American tried to find out from these sweepers what 
was happenmg outside They would not answer him 
except by shakmg their heads when the guards noticed 
the questioning they ordered the prisoners not to speak to 
the sweepers on pain of bemg shot These Red Runts 
are plum scared/' the American said They wouldn't 
bring us food unless they were afraid of bemg whipped 
They’re keeping both sides the fence ” 

Hi was cheered by this, as by nothing else After three 
mmutes in the church, he had felt that he knew and 
loathed every detail of it He tried walking up and down 
the aisles , hut the sense, that he was a pnsoner, took all 
the interest out of walkmg He tned l5ang down to sleep, 
but the sense that he was a pnsoner, the knowledge that 
he had failed, and the excitement of the coming battle, 
kept him awake He tried to pray that the Whites would 
rout the Reds , but the excitement and anxiety were too 
great, he could not put the prayer into words Time 
seemed to stand still, all reahty seemed to have ceased , 
he lay m a horrible nothmg, anxious unspeakably Every- 
body there m the church was m the same state When Hi 
hstened, he felt that everybody m the city was m the same 
state One of the strange thmgs of that afternoon was 
the silence in the town about them , it seemed lake a town 
of the dead, save for the pacmg of the guards outside the 
doors, and the occasional passing of patrols At about 
half-past three, the distant finng, which had hardly vaned 
m volume for two hours, increased and dianged Plamly 
some much heavier metal had come mto action 

** Two battenes of four guns," the American said, after 
hstenmg " Number three gun m one of ’em is slow hi 
gettmg off They’ve only four battenes m their whole 
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army and one of them’s in pawn, for the Dictator’s new 
state coach ” 

The firmg is nearer than it was/’ Hi said 
** There’s more of it,” the American said 
There was more of it for half an hour then suddenly it 
increased to a roUmg, rattlmg racket much nearer at hand 
This went on with the utmost fury for twenty mmutes, 
during which all the wmdows m Santa Barbara rattled 
and trembled Hi could hear shoutmg m the noise of the 
firmg then the shoutmg ceased and the firmg dwmdled 
away to a poppmg till it almost ceased, too* He looked to 
the Amencan for an explanation That was an attack,” 
he said ” But I guess they’ve grown tired of it ” 

It seemed as though that were the case, that they were 
tired of it Tlfl hght began to move from the floor up the 
wall as the sun w'^ent down the sky The day of battle 
and suspense seemed coming to an end Then suddenly, 
withm a quarter of a mile of them, seemingly somewhere on 
the sea-front of the city, there came a clattering of horse- 
hoofs and shoutmg 

After this, there was silence, while everybody waited m 
suspense for a quarter of an hour, when a sudden shattermg 
volley from close at hand sent the hearts into the throats 
Ricochettmg bullets struck the nearby roofs, there were 
falls of plaster and of tiles and the cnes of women, while 
the space down by the sea-front began to roar with firmg 
hot and hot, so near at hand that presently the stmk of the 
powder dnfted mto the church 
The firmg went on for nearly an hour, dwmdlmg as the 
light dwmdled, till by the time the church was dark, save 
for the moonlight, it ceased altogether 
" The Whites must have entered the town and won,” 
Hi said to the American That firing was m the town ” 
” It was in the town all nght,” the Amencan said 
Hi rose from his seat and began to pace up and down m 



ODTAA 


317 

his exatement The thought of Caxlotta being set free 
was more than he could bear The guards ht a couple of 
candles m a side chapel, peered to see who was walkmg, 
and called to Hi to keep still The town outside was 
deathly still for some time after the firmg had ceased then 
all the streets began to nng with the trotting of horses, 
commg mto the aty from the durection of the Medmas 
Gate TTiey came m at a fast trot on at least three roads, 
so that the clatter and dmk jSlled the air 
“ Here the conquenng heroes come,” the Amencans said 
“ The Whites ? ” 

“ It’s the side that’s won anyway, or they wouldn’t 
come m m order ” 

" AH the White army is cavalry ” 

“ Our darned Consuls might get a wiggle on without 
sloppmg over mto speed ” 

“ I don’t suppose they know we’re here ” 

" It’s their job to know we’re not here ” 

The cavalry, whoever they were, went to their stations 
or bivouacs and ceased to clatter The town lapsed again 
mto silence Presently, m the quiet, withm a hundred 
hard of the church, a sentry challenged someone, waited 
for two seconds, and fired Someone cried out and fell, 
while the sentry jerked out tihe shell, which tinkled on the 
stones, reloaded and snapped-to the breech 

“ The sentry’s night to howl,” the Amencan said 
Soon after this, when the town was silent save for the 
pacing of the feet of sentnes here and there, and the 
nroapirmal slowpassmg of hoise patrols, some volley-finngs, 
of three or four rifles together, began m the direction of the 
cathedral These voUeys were repeated at short mtervals 
for twenty mmutes 

" What is that ^rt of fim^ ’ ” Hi asked 
“It can only be executions.” the Amencan said. 
“ They’re shootmg people " 
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“ Deserters ? ” 

“ Yes , or prisoners 
“ Pnsoners of war ? Surely not ^ ” 

“Any gol-damed pnsoner’s good enough to shoot m 
this gol-damed Repubhc ” 

“ Then it means that the Whites have won ’ ” 

“ Well, it would seem so ” 

“ I hope to God they have ” 

“Well, kid, don’t hope it pubhcly till you know it’s 
a fact ’’ 

“ Don’t you think that the Whites have won ^ ’’ Hi asked 
m a whisper 

“ We’ll know soon enough ’’ 

ilf 41 

At about ten o’clock, when most of those m the church 
had begun to thmk that nothmg more would happen that 
night, a strong guard marched mto the little plaza outside 
the church and halted there Hi suddenly saw a great 
increase m the l^ht outside, for the newcomers had ht 
flares there The doors of the church were opened and a 
strong squad of armed guards entered, A pnm-hpped 
man, with the look of a “ spoiled priest,” who seemed to be 
m charge of the guard, gave orders that the altar should be 
brought from a side chapel, and placed as a table near the 
door When the altar had been placed, and its candles 
hghted, he seated himself upon a chair there, asked for the 
register of the pnsoners, and began to read it through 
From time to time he looked mto the body of the church, 
where he could see hardly an3dhmg, but a few white faces, 
the twinkle of the two candles m the nave and the ghstenmg 
of some of the gildmg Hi heard two or three of the 
pnsoners near Hun praymg beneath their breath with the 
mtensity of terror He watched the pnm-hpped man just 
as his rabbit had watched the snake The man seemed to 
be waitmg for swne one who did not come. Beyond him. 
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Hi could see the dip at the church steps, a market-fiare 
burning, and moving shadows The pnm-hpped man 
marked his register with a pencil 

“ Say, sport,” the American said, steppmg up to him, 
" we ain’t your nationals We demand our release or our 
Consuls ” 

All the other Enghsh-speakmg people there, eight in ail, 
jomed m, m this appeal The pnm-hpped man listened 
to them all with courtesy, then he said, m Enghsh, with an 
Insh accent 

“ In the very unsettled state of the city, you are safer 
here than you could be elsewhere ” 

" That may be or may not be, but I guess our countnes 
are pretty well able to protect us We are unlawfully 
detamed here We’ve been here pretty weE all day 
We’ve protested, and demanded our Consuls What are 
you gomg to do about it ? ” 

The pnm-hpped man hstened again “ You will under- 
stand,” he said at last, “ that I am not responsible m any 
way for an3dhmg that may have happened to you m these 
disorders, nor for your bemg here now I am smcerely 
sorry that you should have been mconvemenced I must 
ask you to blame the time, and those guilty for the time, 
not the Repubhc In a few mmutes, the commandant of 
this ward will be here, when I promise you that your cases 
shall be heard In the meantime, let me see each one of 
you, who claim not to be of our nation ” 

The eight came forward to the table m a body, and 
explained m turn who and what they were The pnm- 
hpped man accepted each claim “ You will understand,” 
he gaid, “ that m these disorders we have to use every care 
to protect those domiciled among us As the disorders are 
now over, I do not thmk that you will be mconvemenced 
beyond to-day ” 

" Will you teU us, sir,” Hi adced. “ what exactly has 
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happened here ’ ” The Amencan’s hand pressed Hi’s 
arm 

“ Happened ^ ” the prim-hpped man said t " Order has 
been restored, or is fast being restored The Repubhc 
has been saved ” He looked at the papers, to see what 
Hi was charged with, then dismissed the eight to one side 
“ Is this man a White ? ” Hi wondered “ Are those 
guards White ? They wear no white upon their umforms, 
but neither do they wear any red Supposmg Don Manuel 
were suddenly to appear with the commandant oh, 
that would be ]oy ” 

Almost immediately after this a carnage drove to the 
steps of the church and halted there Hi heard the guards 
called to attention and ordered to salute The pnm-hpped 
mto turned to them 

“ This IS the commandant,” he said 
Some footsteps sounded upon the church steps, one of 
the feet chnked with spurs Hi craned forward to see who 
entered, feehng sure that Don Manuel would be among 
the party something withm him told him that he was 
there, commg victonous to set his servants free “ Oh, 
Don Manuel," he thought, " if it is only you, I don’t 
think I’E care what happens to me for ever after ” 

Three people entered together mto the light of the altar 
candles The truth came upon Hi with a stunnmg of 
heart and head these people were Reds, the Reds had 
won 

The three who entered were — a big, flashy, free movmg, 
swaggering type of cavalryman, wearing a scarlet sash 
across his umform the big negro with the green feather, 
whom Hi had seen takmg the Piranhas’ horses , and a 
woman, who also wore a scarlet sash across her shoulder. 

"ijGee, kid, there’s the were-wolf,” the Amencan 
whiqiered to Hi “ Now there’ll be blood ” 
“Whois^e?” 
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Anna, the were-woK an anti-clenc been fighting 
the church all her hfe She’s a Red from Medinas ” 

** Then the Reds have won ^ ” 

You bet your sweet hfe ” 

The woman and the soldier seated themselves at the table 
with the pnm-hpped man , the cavalryman asked some 
questions, the pnm-hpped man seemed to be explammg 
about the foreigners The woman looked through the 
registers Green Feather, with a drawn sword, stood at 
the door As the woman, Anna, sat nearest to Hi, in a 
good light, he had occasion to notice her very particularly 
She was perhaps seventy years old She had a face with- 
out any mark whatsoever of kmdness, or mirth, or hope, or 
chanty Her eyes were grey, hard and stony her mouth 
was a sht, drooped at the ends her ears were enormous 
her hair, which was of a duty grey, fell untidily about her 
brow , she kept thrustmg it back with a fat red hand, 
the thick fingers of which were black at the end She had 
ploughed and sowed agamst her enemies for fifty-three 
years of hatred now she had her hour 
The pnm-hpped man rose from his chair and called 
^'WiU those Enghsh and Amencan subjects come 
forward ^ ” When they had come forward, he said 

The commandant of the ward wishes me to say that 
dunng these disturbances, m the state of martial law m 
which we live, foreigners not vouched for by the munia- 
pahties m which they sojourn are requued to repair on 
board the ships of the nations to which they belong, or to 
such other ships as will receive them Which of you have 
carnets signed by your municipal authonties ^ ” 

None had any such papers 
None ” the pnm-hpped man said ** Very well, then, 
you will repair on board the ships of your respective nations 
A guard Wl take you from here to the Mole, where boats 
are now engaged m takmg those qualified to go I wiH 
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give you here this paper to sign, opposite to your 
names ” 

When all had signed their names, the commandant 
caEed an officer, to whom he gave charge to embark the 
eight at the Mole The officer called them out to the plaza 
below the church steps, where troops were halted Some 
of the soldiers stood m groups of four facmg a blank wall 
where a flare was bummg 

“ Fmng parties,” someone sard “ Some poor devils m 
the church are for it ” 

Hi, lookmg back, saw the white columns of the portico, 
with the yellowness of candlehght mside the door, and the 
blackness of Pluma Verde standmg like a death A squad 
id troops formed about the eight the officer gave the order 
to march One of the eight began to hum a Dead March 
“ We are wefl out of that,” someone said “ They’ll 
clear most of that bunch up agamst the wall ” 

“ These darned foreigners why can’t they agree ^ 
They’re hke a lot of children ” 

" Children ? They’re hke a lot of savages ” 

“ Well, we come out at the thm end of the horn, whatever 
they are We’ll not get ashore agam till Lord knows ” 

” Surely,” Hi said, " they’ll let us go ashore agam, when 
the troubles are over ” 

“ When wiU the troubles be over ? ” 

" I suppose m a week ” 

“ Not m a year, kid ” 

The Amencan had been talking m a low voice to one of 
the squad of soldiers he now spoke to the company 
" See there, now,” he said, jerkmg his head to the nght, 
as they came out upon the water-front, “ the Whites got 
mto the town here They got m at the gate there The 
man says that they fit hke hell along the beach, tfll aU tile 
lot of them was killed ” 

"All the lot?” 



ODTAA 


323 


" Yep " 

“ And Don Manuel, too ^ ” 

" Yep Not one man left alive ” 

" Oh, Lord ” 

" There goes some more of ’em, who weren’t m the battle 
ataU” 

Behmd them, from the direction of the church which they 
had left, tnere came a sudden volley of three rifles After 
a mmute there came another volley, presently a third, then 
many more 

“ These darned Reds,” the American said, " it’s their 
night to howl Those were the poor devils we were with 
a few mmutes smce , give them a prayer, sons ” 

They gave them their prayers, as they marched on m the 
moonhght along the deserted water-front All the houses 
there were dead, with blank eyes The rh5dhm of their 
steps echoed from the walls, the sea washed on the shmgle 
beside them The shootmgs stiU went on near that church 
of hberty from superstition 

“ Blast them,” one of the eight said “ Don’t they pardon 
anyone ’ ” 

“ It’s their night to howl,” the Amencan said 

They’re all the way from Bitter Creek, 

And it’s their night to howl 

" Do you think I could send a message ashore, when we 
get to the ship ? ” Hi asked 
“What for?” 

“ To ask after friends and to get my things ” 

“ There’ll be darned few messages passmg after this ’’ 
“ Well, what are we to do, then ? ” 

" What did the cat do ? ” 

“ I don’t know What did he do ? ” 

“ He went back, when he couldn’t stay no longer ” 

" The Consuls will help get our thmgs,” a man said 
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“The Consuls, heU," another answered “We’ll not 
see a stick nor stitch of anything we had This land is 
going to have the bust-up that’s been preparing for years 
It wiU be a year before it’s settled Perhaps a year after 
that we may be allowed m agam to settle our busmesses 
ITiank God, I saw a httle of this coming ’’ 

By this tune they were at the Mole, where Hi had landed 
with such hopes a f ortmght before The water was gleam- 

mg over the lower steps Some men were standmg under 
the Mole hght some soldiers came to attention there as 
the party drew near 
“ Halt, there,’’ a voice called 

They were called one by one under the hght, and sorted 
out to three boats then l5ung at the steps, from a French 
barque, an English ship and an Amencan schooner 

“ Will there be any more to-mght ^ an English sailor 
asked “ Shall we send the boat m agam ? ’’ 

“ We do not know ’’ 

“ Well, if any more are to come off, dip your hght there 
and I’ll send the boat m ’’ 

“ How ’ ’’ 

“ Dip your hght Lower and hoist your hght, to let me 
know you want the boat ’’ 

“ It is good ’’ 

“ Is it good ? ’’ the sailor muttered, as he shepherded 
his SIX down the steps to the boat “ Y ou’re about as hkely 
to do it as my Unde Joe is to have kittens ’’ 

Four ordmary seamen m the boat pulled th«n clear of the 
Mole into the harbour, towards the saihng-ship anchorage 
The finng-parties were stdl firing m the town Away 
beyond the Farola, a house which had been fired began to 
bum up brightly “ That’s just about where the Piranhas’ 
house IS,’’ Hi thoi^ht “ They’ve killed the Piranhas, 
too” 

“ What ship are you taking us to ^ ” a man asked 
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Sokta, Liverpool/' the mate said I guess the lid's 
off the Tenderlo%n to-night " 

They're playmg hell all over " 

Give way, sons," the mate said " Come, put your 
weights on" 

They pulled on over the sea in the moonhght towards the 
grove of masts All were silent now, from weariness and 
bitterness , there was no sound except the gurgle and wash 
of the water, the grunt of the oars in the crutches, and 
sometimes a church-bell, or a volley of shots from the city 
The mate who was steermg began to^croon a hymn as he 
watched the Sohta's nding-hght 

Give me that old time religion, 

Give me that old time rehgion, 

Give me that old time rehgion, ^ 

It's good enough for me 

Singing thus at his hymn, which could be made to last 
for a day in case of need, he brought his boat to the gangway 
under the lean iron flank of the Sohta The Captain looked 
down upon him from the poop rail 

" Is*that you, Mister ^ " he asked 

" Yes, sir I brought six more " 

" Come on up there, you " 

When the six stood on the deck, the captain spoke to 
them 

“ You are on board a British ship," he said ** The rules 
are no smokmg and no matches between decks Any of 
you caught strikmg a hght below there will sleep on the 
fo'c'sle head Write your names here Anderson, show 
them where they belong " 

One of the boat's crew helped them down a perpendicular 
iron ladder mto the gloom of a ^tweendecks which smelt of 
decayed malt A spare starboard sidelight cast a green 
light on one side of this space, so that Hi could see many 
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bodies lying on sails On the other side of the space two 
planks upon casks made a table on which some food was 
spread, m bread-barges 

“ You can get your supper if you’d like,” Anderson said, 
showmg the bread-barges ” Or you can turn m on the 
sails, if you’d rather rest Y our lot makes it forty-one that 
we got We’ll be able to have some fine smg-songs The 
steward says we shall probably sail withm three days for 
New York There’s fresh water m the bucket there and a 
dipper to dnnk by Any matches you’ve got, you’ve got 
to give to me ” 

When Anderson had gone. Hi drew away from the six 
to a lonely space on the sails, where he dragged a hatch 
cover over himself, so that he might think alone He had 
had his first wrestle with hfe , he reckoned that he had 
been an utter failure The future was dark enough, but it 
was nothmg to the darkness of the present 

“ I failed,” he thought ” And I’ve probably killed 
’Zeke And 'Zeke has brought Don Manuel to death , and 
the Piranhas are probably killed too, burnt out, anyway 
And I’ve probably settled Carlotta’s fate as well They 
are certam to kill her , aU by not avoidmg pohtics, as 
Wmter told me They might aU be ahve now, if I’d not 
stirred ” 

The mate, who was waUcmg the deck near the hatch, 
partly lest the boat should be needed, but mainly to detect 
any stfikmg of a match among the refugees, sat upon 
the coamings for a mmute, hummmg his tune of the old- 
time rdigion “ Ah, the old-time rehgion,” Hi thought, 
witib the tears runnmg down his face “Nothmg but 
rehgion's any help to a marnn my state Oh, God, I have 
made a mess of it ” 

And Carlotta ? 

Ah, Cartotta 



XX 

APPENDICES AND NOTES 


On the fate of Carlotta de Leyva 

Carlotta had been killed a week before this 
The day after her arrest, some hours after Hi had started 
on his journey, Don Lopez ordered Carlotta to pray to him 
while he sat throned in pubhc on the high altar of the 
Mission Church of Santa Barbara On her refusal, he 
ordered her to be enclosed m a house of common prostitutes 
The mistress of this house, an Englishwoman known as 
Aunt Jennmgs, refused to admit her, saymg, ‘‘ That none 
but a dirty dog would have thought of sendmg her ** 
When this was reported to Don Lopez, he ordered that 
Carlotta and Aunt Jennmgs should be taken by the hang- 
man to the new town, and that there their throats should 
be cut This deed was at once done by Don Lopez' son, 
Don Jos6, assisted by the two half-breeds, Zarzas and Livio 
This was the first of the many cranes committed by the 
Red party m the year of madness, 1887-1888 

li: « 4: ♦ 

Carlotta was put to death at about the moment of Hi’s 
arrest by the Pituba officer, before he was taken to Ribote 

On the fate of Don Manoel and hk army, oe what 

HAPPENED ON THE DAY OF THE BATTLE 

When Hi saw the White army near Anselmo, it was 
mgvmg from its bivouac towards Santa Barbara, expectmg 
to fight that mommg It was delayed m its march by 
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Pituba skirmishers, so that it did not come mto position 
above Santa Clara until after three m the afternoon 

Don Manuel had expected that a part of the Federal army, 
the San Jacmto Horse, and the battalion of Independents, 
would declare for him, and either ]om him or help him 
Their officers were known to be Whites and their men were 
hostile to Lopez Unfortunately, Colonel Velarte, of the 
Horse, who was a fnend of Hermengildo de Bazan, the 
White leader, dishked Don Manuel and refused to help him 
The Colonel of the Independents felt that the Whites would 
be nnned if he did not help Don Manuel, but would not 
help unless he were given the command While affairs 
were m this state, the day before the battle, Don Lmo 
disarmed both these battalions and put their officers under 
arrest, so that the Whites were not helped by any Federal 
troops 

When the battle began, Don Manuel had with him 
between between six and seven hundred horsemen, armed m 
vanous ways, undisciplined, without artillery, and almost 
without ammumtion The Federal troops opposed to him 
numhered about four thousand, including the Meruel and 
Pituba regiments of horse, three battahons of Eastern foot 
and two batteries of horse artillery 

The battle proper began when Don Manuel’s men came 
on to the httle ndge above Santa Clara diurch At that 
pomt they came under shell-fire from the batteries, which 
had been registered upon the ground durmg the morning 
As Don Manuel saw that his only chance was to charge the 
guns, he charged His men got mto tnp wire lard before 
the guns, and were shot down there by the foot soldiers 
or routed by the lancers Some fifty or sixty of the 
Enanitas men followed Don Manuel to the ri^ht of the 
field, broke through a squad of Meruel horse, made a dash 
for the city, entered the southern gate, and summoned 
the fortress to surrender 
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Here, through the wit of Don Lmo, they were ambushed 
and_teven on to the water-front, where they fought till 
they were lost The last of them made a stand about the 
green boat or lighter which Hi had seen on the mommg of 
his settmg out with Rosa When their last cartndges were 
gone, they took to the water and were killed m the bay 
Don Manuel, because he took to the water after the 
others, when the hght was worse, contnved to reach the 
English barque Vmtmer, whose Captam (Cary) received 
him and brought him to safety Some five weeks after the 
battle, he landed m the United States 
Of his army, it is thought that about one-half escaped 
alive from the battle, and that of these perhaps a third were 
killed m the pursuit or m the proscnptions which followed 
The Federal loss is not known, as the returns were falsified 
It IS thought that the Reds lost many men in the skirmishmg, 
both before and after the battle 
The battlefield, which was then mainly race ground and 
market gardens, is now covered by the suburb of Santa 
Clara It is a couple of miles from Medmas, on the northern 
road from the aty , at a httle distance the ndge (now 
covered with houses) which was the White position, may 
still be seen 


On the fate of Donna Emilia and hee daughter Rosa» 

Donna Emiha died m misery diortly after the outbreak 
of the troubles (m May, 1887) Her daughter, Rosa 
Piranha, though proscnbed m the September massacre, 
was saved from death by the devotion of her old nurse 
The house which Hi saw bumu^, as he walked to the Mole, 
was not the Piranhas’ home, that was spared though 
sacked Rosa returned to it when the troubles were over 

In May, 1888, she entered a commumty of enclosed 
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nims, to whom she made over all her earthly possessions 
In this sisterhood she has hved ever smce 


On the fate of Hi, after he went on board the 

SOLITA 

As the ahens m the ships were not allowed to land agam m 
Santa Barbara dunng the troubles, Hi, with his feUow 
refugees, went m the Sohta to New York, where he landed 
As his parents felt that he had better stay there, he 
remained in the United States, where he underwent the 
adventures and hardships usual to youth After some 
months there, it happened, that he met Don Manuel 
As he felt that his life was linked to Don Manuel by ties 
not easily broken, he ]omed the band of White refugees 
sworn to destroy Don Lopez and his faction With these 
outcasts he wandered and suffered for some months, till 
that campaign began which led to the killing of Lopez and 
the estabhshment of Don Manuel as Dictator m his stead 
For some years after this. Hi remamed m the Western 
provmces, m Don Manuel’s emplosunent, at work upon the 
problem dear to hun, of perfectmg steamboats for nver 
traffic of different kmds In 1891, when Don Manuel 
began his great scheme of controlhng the San Jacmto 
Kiver, some of his ideas were put m practice For the next 
seven years, he was busily employed on the San Jacmto, 
m partial or complete charge of the boat service by which 
the workers on the da m were supphed The followmg 
letter from hun, wntten m early May, 1898, to his mothear 
m England, wiU fill m some of the blanks m this history . 

" On the 15th we had our great day with the openmg of 
the dam His Excellency, with his staff and a lot of 
senators and Congressmen, came to the pier at Curucucu, 
where they took our boats for the last ten miles up to the 
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dam After the formal opening, there was a banquet, at 
which H E made a very mce speech He said he did not 
thmk the work would ever have been done bat for my boats, 
which perhaps was partly true 

“ About a week after the opemng they finished the last 
stretch of the railway so that now the waters are hnked 
with both coasts and my seven years’ ]ob is at an end 

“ As I had nothmg to do, I was one of the first to take 
the tram to the east through the forest , and I took the 
opportunity to go over the scenes of my old adventures 
I got Dick Bmge and Tommy to come with me I started 
by gomg to San Marco, where the marriage party was so 
kmd to me I found Uncle Phihp still hvmg, m the same 
farm His niece had marned Hernando, the man who 
dispensed the cordials in the waggon They were hvmg at 
a farm near by and domg well I had promised them when 
I parted from them to return the clothes they gave me I 
couldn’t quite do this, but I was able to get them a couple 
of pedigree cows from His Excellency, which I hope will 
thnve up there on the hfil 

“ After seemg them, we went with a guide two days mto 
the forest to the temple where the cousm of the Hundred 
Yards Blue nearly plugged me The place has long smce 
been opened up and explored From some of the Indians 
thereabouts I learned of the end of Letcombe-Bassett, if 
that were his name It seems that a few days after I 
escaped, he worked mto the temple by himself and made a 
certain number of finds A big stone feE across his legs and 
pinned him there He caEed to hs Indians to lift the stone, 
but the Indians wouldn’t, because they hadn’t hked his 
ways, so he stayed pmned there for three da]^ and nights, tiE 
he died of thirst So Dudley Wigmore was avenged We 
had a look for Dudley Wigmore’s bones, but the jungle had 
taken charge of them I learned later that one or two of 
his things and some of the treasure from the temple were 
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recovered and sent to his old mother at Shepton Mallet 
This was done by one of Wigmore’s French fnends, years 
ago, dunng the troubles, soon after I was there The rest 
of the thmgs found m the temple are m the museum at 
Santa Barbara 

“ From this pomt, as so much of the forest had been 
cleared and a lot of the bog drained, it was easy to make 
the next stage to the ranch, where the corpse looked 
through the wmdow Here I learned what had happened , 
it had long been a puzzle to me 

" The troop of Pitubas who had burned the Ribote house 
made one or two forays mto the Caspar country, to bum 
the houses of other prominent Whites Woid came that 
afternoon that they were commg to bum this particular 
ranch That old ruffian, Don Pablo, who would not let me 
go to Anselmo, ordered the people to vacate the ranch, and 
to ]om his body, which (he said) would then attack the 
Pitubas They hurried the women away to safety , then, 
as they rode out to ]om Don Pablo, someone m a pamc 
fired a shot, and everybody began to blaze away at nothmg 
These were the shots which I heard 

"A young Enghshman employed m the ranch stayed 
there after the others lest a telephone call should come 
through with news of Don Manuel While he waited, he 
saw the Pituba spy and shot him through the wmdow , 
bemg then thoroughly scared, he took horse and galloped 
away I heard him go 

“ The telephone call came through while I was there, as 
I am not likely to forget 

" The people who challenged me and shot my horse, as 
I left the place, were the Pitubas, who burned jhe ranch to 
the ground that raght I found it rebuilt and thnving. 
That old mffian, Don Pablo, owns it he is a Senator and 
a grandissuno I saw him there He looks hker a portrait 
of a beadle than ever a beadle or a town-bull 
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''From this pomt we rode through the forest to the 
place where I went astray m the ram , and thence up the 
pass to the crater , and so, by degrees, to the Ribotes* 
ranch The old man and wife were still ahve The old 
man was fading and the old woman had had so many 
troubles that she did not care to see me, but I paid for my 
horse, I am glad to say, at last, and heard their news 
The daughter had become an enclosed nun and the son, 
Anton, had been killed m the anti-clencal rebellion five 
years ago I was gneved mdeed not to see those two 
agam The house had been divided agamst itself, hke so 
many durmg the troubles From there, I rode on to the 
little town where I had been ]ailed It has become a very 
prosperous place smce I was there They have built a new 
town hall and a new jail They have also changed its name 
from Ribote to Tres de Mayo Some don of state had 
built a lovely palace on the site of the Ribote mansion, 
which was burned while I was there 

" From here we rode on and camped in the clump 
where the officer made me a prisoner Of all the places 
which I visited, this was the only one which did not seem to 
have changed In the mommg, we rode on and came to the 
falls down which I had been swept when I escaped from 
Brother Bright Tooth and his inend As there was very 
httle water m the nver it did not look the same, but I 
could see the place with the overhanging bank where I 
came ashore Just at the place where I took the water 
there is now a railway bn<%e , the track by which I rode 
on Bright Tooth's horse has now the railway beside it The 
hamlet where Bright Tooth and his mother hved has 
dianged beyond all recogmtion into a thnvmg market 
town, but 1 found the German He had become very 
stout and enormously prosperous He remembered me 
quite well and told me all about Bright Tooth and his 
mother The mother, he said, went mto Santa Barbara 
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during the troubles and was ended when the troubles were 
ended Bright Tooth and a friend of his, I hope the friend 
who was with him when they tried to nobble me, were 
garrotted under His Excellency for muidenng an old 
woman at Medmas 

'' From this pomt, it was only a short stage to Carpmche, 
which IS now a port for big forest timber There were 
ships of up to a thousand tons m the harbour there I 
watched them heavmg the great red-hearts and green- 
hearts m through the holes m their bows Not that the 
forests are bemg skmned They are being planted as 
well as bemg cut 

We took boat here — not a sailing boat, for those have 
passed away and market produce goes now to the city by 
train We went m one of the ferries which ply every hour 
from Carpmche to Santa Barbara, calhng at La Boca I 
landed at La Boca to try to jfind word of Giordano He 
had gone back to Italy, they told me, some years ago and 
was livmg there near Florence , very rich, they said 
Pedro Ruiz was stiU marketmg and gardening I saw him 
at last in the flesh and bought some plants from him, which 
I hope I shall make grow for the sake of old timeg The 
padron of my boat and Chigo had both gone back to Italy • 
few Itahans stay here more than seven years 

** From there I came on to the Farola, where I had the 
long wait that anxious mommg As I landed in the late 
afternoon, I was the only person there, except a few 
anglers fishmg for snappers I could see what used to be 
the Piranhas’ house, so leaving the pier, I walked up to it. 
It IS now the house of enclosed nuns in which Rosa lives 
They are contemplatives, so there was no seemg Rosa 
none of us will ever see her agam, I suppose t am too 
active to take to the monkish way of life myself , but I 
have seen monks and nuns out here, from time to time, who 
have made me see something of what they see When you 
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once see the beauty ot hoimess, no other beauty seems 
hving Rosa is happy I went to the house just when 
they were smging their service, m that chapel which used 
to be the Piranhas’ chapel, where Donna Emilia and her 
husband are buried I felt very queers to thmk that 
Rosa was smging there and I so near her, hstenmg and 
suddenly I knew that she knew that I was hstenmg, and 
was sendmg me a message of great happmess 

“ In the city, I learned of some of the rest of these 
people Don Inocencio was killed in the troubles mur- 
dered the day after Don Manuel lost the battle, like so many 
other Whites Allan Wmter is still out at Quezon 
Weycock is m the Shippmg Co I saw him at the Club 
he IS a man I cannot stick Don Josd is one of his chents, 
they say he would be 

“ I asked Colonel Pefiedo at the War Office if he could 
find out for me about the Pituba officer who would not let 
me land and afterwards jailed me He was a Captam 
AveUSno, it seems , a wdl-known Red and as brave as 
they are made Don Livio, that mongiel scoundrel, was 
responsible for sendmg him to Ribote to bum the Ribote 
house It seems that he had no wntten orders to stop the 
boats at La Boca m domg that he was probably just bemg 
cussed He was a gallant man m his way he was kdled 
fightmg for Lopez a year later, “ fightmg like a wild tiger 
cat, one agamst twenty,” so Pefiedo said Ihe Pituba 
officers were usually pretty tough so I hope he may rest 
m peace 

" Of some of the other criminals and waifs, upon whose 
tracks mine impmged, I could learn nothing Anna the 
werewolf got herself shot m the troubles }>y wantmg to be 
top revolutionaiy the Reds did not kill the Whites so 
that Anna and her friends might rule 

“ I haven't mentioned Ezekiel Rust, because I have so 
often wntten to you about hun He and his wife Isabella 
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are still out at Encamaaon , he runs the haras there, in 
very good style , she seems fond of him both are well 
He always wants to come back to England, to see Tencombe 
agam, but I beg him not to thmk of it Many there 
would recogmse him, and although the evidence against 
hun cannot now be strong, he would be certam to m- 
cn min ate himself, and it would be too pitiful if the poor 
old chap should get himself hanged or (more probabty) 
shut up as a cnmmal lunatic Where he is now, he is a 
valuable man Where he is now. Keeper Jackson is, I 
hope, a valuable ghost Why not let it rest at that ? 

“ I asked about that picture-dealer on the water-front 
It seems that he got a lot of thmgs from the de Leyva 
collection, chiefly the bronzes Then Don Josd tned to 
get them out of him, and as he wouldn’t sell them, Don 
Jos6 took them, with all his other belongmgs, and had the 
man deported I suppose this is Don J’s nearest approach 
to a virtuous act Of course, this was years ago, only a 
few days after the troubles began 

“HE had me out to dine at the palace, to ask me about 
another job, openmg up the Burnt Lands by canals, and 
would I design the boats "> It seems tame, after tibe San 
Jacmto hke fallmg off a log , but I want to be m every- 
thmg that H E is m He thinks that the B L can be 
planted in patches, if there are catchments He is the 
most hopeful soul I know 

“ By the way, m the palace, I found the Aztec, the 
Ribote brother He is a sort of Secretary for Clencal 
AjEEairs, rather a big gun I did not remmd hun of our 
meetmg 

“ WeU, this IS a long letter I must stop 

“ Words caimot descnbe the changes m the aty smce 
the bad old ’87 days no town can have changed more m 
the tune My love to Bell and Father I hope to be badk 
m June, for a couple of months so don’t fill the house up ’’ 
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A NOTE ADDED BY HiGHWORTH RIDDEN 

The above was written by me to my mother soon after 
the completion of the dam, when I revisited Santa Barbara 
for the first time smce the troubles I left the pier on that 
mornmg of the troubles thmkmg to be back in ten days ** 
I did not return save for that time as a pnsoner for more 
than eleven years 

'' What I did not and could not write to my mother, I 
write now, after another eleven years It is about Car- 
lotta It IS difficult to set down what she was to me 
' Calf-love,' I suppose most people would say Well, there 
IS a generosity m calf-love that gives it a grace not that 
mme had any grace I saw her on only one day twenty- 
two years a^o I have thought of her every day since , 
not as a lover of course (for years past), but as a spirit 
apart, unhke anyone else that ever was You who never 
saw Her cannot understand this She was the most 
exquisite thmg m hfe marvellous, in the unspeakable 
end, heroic and always so beautiful, so gracious All 
who knew her felt this she had cruel enemies, the mad, the 
diseased, the godless, the savage and the greedy hated her 

** I went to the chapel of Carlotta, which H E built 
Her tomb, with her recumbent figure, is there it is very 
beautiful Her sculptured head on the stairs leadmg to 
the Plaza is hker her Gamarro's pamtmg of her is not 
like Bedwyn's pencil sketch is hke But she was like 
the hght, no one could have painted her 

I tned to do something for her once, and though I 
faded, I am prouder of that than of anything else that I 
have ever done Whatever she was, she made men know 
that gleams come into this world from a world beyond, 
which IS better than this 


<iH F R" 
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“ When I set out from the hotel on that mommg of the 
troubles, I took with me a scrap of the hermosita which 
she had broken for me This being m my pocket book, 
was stolen from me at Ribote by the Englishman who got 
me out of jail The rest of the spray, bemg m my trunk 
at the hotel, was, as I supposed, lost, dunng the troubles, 
with all my kit 

“ But m 1899, bemg at the Club m Santa Barbara, I met 
the then propnetor of the hotel, who said, that he had 
recently found some trunks and bags m a disused cellar 
that these had evidently been put away durmg the troubles 
and never claimed smce, and were now to be sold I went 
to see them, and among them found one of my tm trunks, 
m which were some rumed clothes With the clothes, m 
some hotel blottmg paper, I found the hermosita spray 
which Carlotta had given to me, and the envelope, addressed 
by her to Donna Emilia, which I had picked up and kept 
So that I have what few have, one of the last gifts and one 
of the last wntmgs of a lovely soul 

" That is all that one can say of her, that she was a lovely 
soul I have met no one m the least like her I can but 
thank God for her, knowmg that she came from God 

"HER” 


A NOTE UPON Carlotta, by Arturo Grau, author of 
" Memoirs of Those Times " 

“ I felt when I met her, what I have felt ever smce, that 
m her mortal body an angel walked, who needed but a 
ffloiall mstrument though a perfect one 
'* Those who met her, felt despair at them unworthmess 
beside so much perfection, yet felt exaltation at the 
thou^t that such perfection could be m this world I can 
truly say, with so many others, that she altered my life 
for me ” 
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Another note upon Carlotta, by Roberto Mandaruga 

" None can desciibe her, nor would one understand, if 
she were described She was hke a hght sent from God ” 

Another note upon Carlotta, by Roger Weycock 

“ She was a httle, spnghtlj’ thing with a lot of colour 
She was very much of a lady by birth, bemg a de Leyva . , 
but for this she might have passed for bold She seemed 
to me to be very fond of her own opimon, which was not 
always wise She had been the spoiled darling all her life , 
old de Leyva’s pet , the Chavez group worshipped her 
Someone had told her, in her j'outh, that she was like a 
httle fairy She seemed to me to be always acting the fairy 
I do not of course pretend to justify her murder, which must 
ever remam a blot upon an unconstitutional but, on the 
whole, rather great administration At the same time I, 
who s%w her, can testify that she was not the angel from 
Paradise which some, who ne’ver saw her, would have us 
beheve She was a pert joung woman, accustomed to her 
own way, who had the tragical fate to run counter to a much 
stronger way than her own The character of Carlotta de 
Leyva, as worshipped (this is scarcely too strong a word) 
at present at Santa Barbara, had no ongmal m the young 
woman whom I met , it is an mvention of the poets (of 
the sentimentSl-ideaistic school, of whom Tomds de 
Medelhn is th? chief exponent), backed by an able but 
quite unscrupulous propagandist press, whose mterest it 
IS to blacken Don Lopez by every means in its power ” 

Another note upon Carlotta, by Guillermo de 
Medellin, father of the poet> 

" I saw hei almost daily for many years As a traveller 
in both hemispheres, I have met many thousands of people , 
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some of them distmguished, a few great, none hke her 
I have met some with more compelling power , that, after 
aU, was not what she had , she had blessmg power, as 
though she came from Heaven 
“ She was one whom many loved , surely aU to their 
great good No hatred or other evil could exist in a mmd 
full of her memory 

„ Once, when she was a little girl, five or six years old, 
I asked her what she would do when she grew up She 
said that she would build everybody a palace ' What,’ 
I said, ' with your httle hands ^ " No,’ she sajd, ' my 

lover will build it for me ’ This I have so often, often 
thought of” 

The poem Carlotta,” by Tomas de Medelhn, is well- 
known m Santa Barbara It is a formless but interesting 
jumble of writing about her, in sonnets, ballads, lyrics and 
dramatic dialogues It contains most of the fables about 
her which the imagination of the race has seized upon I 
quote here some translation from portions of the poem 

The Sonnet of Camilla, Mother of Don Manuel, on 

HEARING OF HER SON’S BETROTHAL TO CaRLOTTA 

Lord, when Thy servant, doubtmg of Thy grace, 

Went m despair from what she judged Thy frown 
To search for comfort in an earthly town, 

Despairing of all help m any place ! 

When she was sure, that not in any case 
Could her dements touch the longed for crown, 

But rather sorrow, that would bring her down 
Where no hght comes, nor joy, nor Bridegroom’s face 

9f( ^ 4c 

Then, m the chaos, lo, a plan revealed 
Lo, in the sand, the hhes of the field 
All thy bhnd servant’s darkness of untrust 
Proven more wicked than her tongue can speak 
To her unfaith thou tum’dst the other cheek. 

And, to her greed, gavest gold that cannot rust 
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Lines, on the same occasion This poem is known i 
Santa Barbara as The Vision of Camilla coi 
CERNiNG Manuel 

In the dark night I saw Death drawing near 
To make me go from here , 

In aU my sm, with aU my work undone, 

Leavmg behmd my son 
With no more stay nor path 
Than what the wild horse hath 

r saw the souls of all my earthly friends 
Laid bare, their aims and ends , 

How some might love him, many help, but none 
Be wisdom to my son 
Wisdom that is a road 
Where no tf ack showed, 

A dawn, when no lamp glowed 

- Thus in the night I heard Death come, I heard 
The mouse shriek at the bird , 

My sms came huddled to my bed, the bell 
Dead hours did tell 

There was no hght only the tick of time 
Life, stranghng m the shme 

Then in the multitude of souls I saw 
A bnght soul, without flaw, 

Wearmg a star upon her brow hke heaven 
In the green hght of even 
However black (I knew) the night might turn 
That star would bum 

She reached her hand to me and cned Death calls 

Time stakes, the hour falls. 

And like a flight of birds the souls prepare 
To whirl into the air. 

To bnng to be what none may understand 
I shall but light the hand 
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I o, here, the light upon my brow shall lead 
Thy son until he bleed , 

Until he fail, and falter, and despair 
Even m his blackest night I shall be there 
My star will be his guidance he will know 
WTiat light IS, from its glow 


A SONNET UPON EzEKIEL RuST 

Son of Isaiah Rust, of Qhurn, his wage 
Was eighteenpence a day, working for Squre, 
With rabbits twice a year, and sticks for fire, 

In a stoopt cottage, broken-backt with age 

His life was among horses from his birth. 

He uttered cries which horses understood, 

He handled squire's stallion in his mood. 

Strange blood bemg m him from the ancient earth 

Often, when moons were full, he ranged the Do^ns, 
Much hke the fox, but liker to the haie 
Who forms in the themed glass in the hill air, 
And sees from the hill edge, as the stars rise. 

The glare in heaven above the market towns 
And turns back to the midnight, being wise 


The Mewtatioh of Carlotta in Prison 

This that I understand, 

This that I touch with hand, 
This body, that is I, 

To-day will die 

0 given Spirit, now taken, 

Keep to this truth unshaken, 
That the good thing, well-willed. 
Becomes fulfilled 
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The Meditation of Highworth Ridden 

I have seen flowers come m stony places , 

And kmdness done by men with ugly faces , 

And the gold cup won by the worst horse at the races 
So I trust, too. 


The Comfort of Manuel, on Setting Forth defeated 

IN THE VbNTURLR 

Bad lies behmd, worse lies before 
What stars there were are m us still , 

The Moon, the Inconstant, keeps her will. 

The Sun still scatters out his store, 

And shall not Man do more ^ 

When the worst comes, the worst is gomg 
As a gate shuts, another opes 
The power of man is as bis hopes 
In darkest night the cocks are crowmg 
In the sea roaring and wmd blowing 
Adventure man the ropes 
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New ^ Recent Fiction 

published by 

WILLIAM HEINEMANN 

LTD 

20 ^ 21, BEDFORD ST , LONDON, WC. 2 
Caravan : 

The Assembled Tales of John Galsworthy 

In One Volume 960 pages Cloth 7/ 6d , leather los 6 d net 
Here, in a volume of nearly a thousand pages — three times the length 
of the ordinary novel — are all Mr Galsworthy’s shorter tales 
This volume is a miracle of cheapness ” Graphic 

Caravan reveals, if we study it closely enough, the essential secret of 
Mr Galsworthy’s brilliant success ” John d London^ t Weekly 

Uniform with Caravan ” — 

The Forsyte Saga 

In One Volume 1,120 pages Cloth, 7/ Sd , leather, lor 6 d net 
Book I, The (Man ofTroperty Interlude, Indian Summer of a Forsyte 
Book II, In Chancery Interlude, Awkenmg Book III, To Let 
(.Over 90,000 copies have been sold of this book) 

John Galsworthy* s last novel — 

The White Monkey 

The White Monkey is a story of present day conditions It develops 
the early married life of Fleur and Michael Mont , and Soames 
Forsyte reappears 

He has never made his characters live more vmdly ” 

•js 6 d net Saturday Westminster 

The Silver Spoon 

The Stiver Spoon^ which will be published in the autumn, continues the 
story of Fleur and Michael Mont, and those of the Forsytes who 
appeared or reappeared in The White Monkey It is the second part 
of Mr Galsworthy’s second Forsyte trilogy 

7/ ^d net 
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Maurice Baring’s New Novel 

Gat’s Cradle 

‘‘This IS the second big still novel Mr Baring has written lately C 
and Cafs Cradle are something new One expects what is new to 
startle , they do not startle , in a sense they soothe, though they are 
sad In both cases the novelist’s method is the same The whole 
of a life IS slowly unrolled with a kind of gentle inexorability I 
know no other novels quite like them ” The Statesman 
Or 734 PP 

“G” 

C will shortly be re-issued in a two volume edition The T)atly 
Graphic describes it as an amazing achievement, scholarly and 
yet palpitating with humanity, quiet and yet filled with a great 
passion ” 

The Painted Veil 

By W SOMERSET MAUGHAM « One is plunged into the 
Story in the first few words, and the spell of it remains till the last 
page The soul of a woman laid is bare in The Painted Veil by a 
genius ” Evening Nem 

“ Not only his best novel, but the most memorable we have had for 
a long time ” Evening Standard 

His people are real people, his setting is life itself • This is a 
novel to stir ” James Milne {Graphic) js 6d net 

Greenery Street 

By DENIS MACKAIL Wit and sentiment are mixed in exactly 
the right proportions , the author’s kindliness and humour arc un- 
failing It IS all too rarely that a really intelligent author sits down 
to write a book the sole purpose of which is to give pleasure This is 
what Mr Mackail has done, and the result is all that can be desired, 
every page of this story being lighthearted, effortless, and amusing ” 
Gerald Bullett (Saturday Ppvtevf) Js 6d net 

The Constant Nymph 

By MARGARET KENNEDY The Cmtant Nymph is not only a 
best seller ” but is universally recognised as one of the great novels 
of our generation In America, too, it has had an instantaneous 
success, and it has been translated into no fewer than eight foreign 
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languages J M Barrie wrote to the author ^^From an^ age 
this would seem a remarkable novel, and from almost a beginner it 
seems to me to be the most remarkable achievement in fiction that I 
have seen for years ” Augustine Birrell wrote in The Nerp Statesmen 
One of the best novels, old or new, that has ever absorbed a reader’s 
attention in the still hours ” yj 6d net 

By the same author — 

The Ladies of Lyndon 

^ Miss Kennedy is a novelist bred in the bone She has achieved a 
charm and freshness that are not short of delightful The whole 
book IS a 5 oy ” The Observer yx Sd net 

The Perennial Bachelor 

By ANNE PARRISH This story of Victor Campion and his three 
fond sisters takes us from early Victorian days through the reign of 
the blush and the bustle down to our own less sympathetic times 
It IS written with a happy sense of the ridiculous but with an element 
of profound pity 7^ 

Hfeloise and Abelard 

By GEORGE MOORE " The tale of Abaard and Haolse is one 
of the wprld’s great tragic love stories Others might tell the tale so 
that we should listen and pity and admire, but only Mr Moore could 
compose with such skill, and force the theme to yield such cictra- 
ordmary beauties, so much humour and tragedy Mr Moore’s romance 
IS beautifully complete, like one of those smooth, rounded mirrors in 
old Flemish paintings, which seem to hold a lost world suspended in 
their depths ” The Spectator los 6d net 

Thunder on the Left 

By CHRISTOPHER MORLEY A fantastic story of a children’s 
game which came true, of which H M Tomlinson has written 
^ If here is a better novel this season it will be a remarkable year I 
prefer it to Barrie’s fantasies It is more humane, as well as being 
more profound And its quick and light humour ought to appeal to 
the general, who will certainly note its warm and friendly appeal ” 

yx (id net 
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The Love Rack 

By CECIL ROBERTS, author of Scissors and Satis of Sunset 
** Mr Cecil Roberts has not been sparing of romance in his new 
novel TAe Love Rac^^ which mingles the silent suffering of a mother 
who IS prepared to pay much for old love with the idyll of her son’s 
quest of the twentieth century girl who had ^ an assurance that was 
disconcerting ’ The young people will delight the hearts of those 
who believe that love should laugh at locksmiths ” Westminster 
Gazette js 6 d net 

The Venetian Glass Nephew 

By ELINOR WYLIE, author of Jennifer Lorn The figures in 
this story move like dancers in a masque, with the Venice of the 
eighteenth century for a back cloth , the celestially ingenuous Man 
of Holiness, Peter Innocent Bond , his finely spun Venetian glass 
nephew , the cynical Carlo Gozzi of the fairy tales , Casanova and, 
more enchanting than anj , the divine Rosalba, that Artemis in form 
and elegance of gesture, with only a score of golden freckles across 
her nose to show her human 

The Hounds of Spring 

By SYLVIA THOMPSON, author of The Rough Crossing Miss 
Thompson has set dovin the life of an English family, first m the 
security of early 1914, and then in the restlessness of these later years 
Between the two existences she shows the War, stretched like a 
bridge, which not all of this family may cross This is a theme 
which has been too casually dismissed as exhausted , Miss Thompson 
has found many new and suggestive thoughts to build into it 

7/ 6 d net 

Jericho Sands 

By MARY BORDEN " As in Jane — Our Stranger^ Mary 
Borden has taken a group of leisured folk and treated them in a 
leisurely, apparently rambling fashion that conceals a good deal of 
art Selection is all-important in this method , and she is a past 
master of selection Not a touch in the long narrative of the god- 
father and not a line of the pathetic, exasperating ravings of Simon, 
the persected persecutor, but is needed to fill in the picture of the 
group The Observer 

js 6 d net 
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By the same author — 

Jane — Our Stranger 

One pauses between the chapters to savour their rightness « to 
appreciate the building into a harmonious whole this duel to the 
death between Jane from the Middle West, a victim of the Ten 
Commandments, and Bianca the French- Italian, exquisite, depraved, 
relentless, the complete egoist, vanity incarnate, and implacable , a 
duel too, between Old Europe and Young America, set in the 
Faubourg St Germain ” Manchester Guardian 

'Now published at p 6d net 

Three Pilgrims and a Tinker 

By Mary Borden, will shortly be issued at 3 s 6 d net, and 
Messrs Heinemann have also re-issued her first book like Romantic 
Woman (ys 6d net) 


Tom Fool 

By F TENNYSON JESSE Miss Jesse’s Secret Bread vras a W 
of the earth , Tom Fool is a book of the sea For from the first night 
of his steerage journey to Australia, when Tom slept with a procession 
of strange ships sailing through his mind,” to the morning when he 
found deeper waters, following his ship down to the sea’s bottom, 
Tom’s days on land were nothing but interludes Birds, women 
and ships were his three loves, and between these three the story 
swings with the fine grace of a schooner’s movement 

ys 6d net 

Simon the Coldheart 

By GEORGETTE HEYER Simon Beauvallet, who comes 
trudging into the landscape to be made page to the son of Fulk the 
Lion, soon shows himself to be a lad of proper spirit. He begins by 
holding himself aloof from women Then comes the moment when 
the proud lady crosses his path, and if you have any knowledge at all 
of the true romance, you will at once perceive that he and the lady 
will end by making a match of it Simon hves in the fifteenth 
century, fights in England and France, wins promotion and honour 
from the King and is left with his tigress in his arms ” The 
Sketch 

ys 6d net 
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The Big House of Inver 

By E CE SOMERVILLE and MARTIN ROSS “The story of a 
great Irish family that has decayed through its own vices and 
shiftlessness, and the heroic efibrt of a woman, an illegitimate 
daughter of the house, to restore it The Big House cannot be 

made to live again As Shibby cries out in the bitter hour of her 
defeat * There never was luck in it ^ There has been too much 
pride and wickedness long ago, destroying the ones that came after — 
pride and badness, all sorts ' ” Tmes Literary Supplement 

js 6d net 


The Professor’s House 

A remarkable study planned on original lines, and written in a 
sharp but delicate style Tom Outland’s Story ” is a masterpiece 
of English craftmanship and should be read by everyone who 
delights in good and beautiful prose There is nothing slovenly 
about The Trofessor^s House and its workmanship is fascinating ” 

7 / 6d net 


A Lost Lady 

By WILLA GATHER The book which made Mis§ Gather’s 
reputation in this country “The Lost Lady is an extraordinary 
appealing figure ” Tmes Literary Supplement 6s net 


Sard Harker 

By JOHN MASEFIELD Even the most case hardened reader 
of novels will surely find his breath being caught m the rush and 
glitter of Mr Masefield’s superb story of adventure, Sard Harker , 

The narrative of the sailor’s blind pursuit of a dream which changed 
and mocked him at every turn, is informed with that rarest of fine 
qualities in literature — ^the truly romantic ” — Fmch 

We cannot think where to find its match for swift movement 
and literary grace ” Mommg Post 7 / 6d net 
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The Canon 

By A C BENSON The very many readers and admirers of the 
late Master of Magdalene will feel an especial interest in this, liis 
last complete novel It is a book full of the charm and appeal which 
has made his work a delight to so many — a scholarly book, yet 
pulsing with humanity and emotion The story continues the lives 
of the characters of ^ke House ofMenerdue and, unlike most sequels, it 
IS even better than its predecessor It is a story of very real people 
full of faults and imperfections, but as lovable and true to life as one's 
own family 

Js 6 d net 


Mr Benson’s earlier book 

The House of Menerdue 

Will shortly be issued at 3 s 6d 

The Fortunes of Hugo 

By DENIS MACKAIL Chance, which once before introduced 
Mr Mackail to no less a celebrity than Mr Henry Gibson, has been 
kind in allowing him to follow the fortunes (and misfortunes) of 
Hugo Peak If the adventures of this indefatigable idiot and self- 
styled Free-lance do not make the reader laugh he is a dull dog and 
has no laughter in him 

js 6 d net* 

« 

The Flight of the Heron 

By D K BROSTER “ The author deals with the rebellion of 
1745, and gives a compelling picture of that ill-starred event through 
the clash of destinies of a Cameron chief and an English major The 
description of the eve of Culloden is especially effective The author 
belongs to the school of Neil Munro in sympathetic interpretation of 
the Highland character aivi in a distinction of writing that is far 
above the average ” Reytew of Remem 
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D K. Broster’s previous book 

“Mr. Rowl” 

IS now issued at 3s 6d 
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HglHEMANN^S NEW ANP ItECBlfT PK^TION 


Son of Amittai 


By ROBERT NATHAN «It is delightful, and surely the wittiest 
tog that has appeared m English letters for a long year and a day 
j m cruelty, and even little flashi It is light 

and swift, like a wind that has come over hillsides of herb as puh^t 
as they are sweet, that caUs to the deep of our memories and pLes 
on, the efect on ns more lasting than the damage of a storm 
Manchester Guardian 

6s net 


The Haven 


By DALE COLLINS « The Htften is as brilliant and unconven- 
tional a tale as Ordeal Mark Antoine, a sort of modem 
munterpart of the Phoebus Apollo, weary of the unwelcome adula- 
Uons md attentions of his female admirers, flies to Maedchenbrttste. 
Even here, however, he is pursued by some of his more persistent 
Mowers Of how he coped with the situation the reader must 

proSr» C^se^s'mMy imthe 

7x 6d net 


The Lucky Prisoner 


cL?t S ® GOBINEAU Translated by T M Atkmson 
S-X f diplomatist and philosopher ts already 

wars of i 6th century France will reveal him as a very skilful and 

/I" Prisoner recounts the adventures, 
both gallant and gay, of the youthful Jean de la Tour-Miracle 





